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I’m a thirty-year-old man, 
and | sure do enjoy seeing 
a lady with a beautiful 
butt! I’ve got a wild confes- 
sion to share: | wish my 
butt looked as good as the 
asses on your models. | 
like to imagine that I’m a 
woman. l’d spread my 
buns open and my pussy 
would be revealed. A gen- 
tleman would pull out his 
long, slim dick. Then he’d 
climb on top of me and 
push his cock into my pussy. How we 
both would moan as he pumped! I’d feel 
his dick throb, then hot spurts would dart 
inside me.—D.S., Nashville, Tennessee 


Sorry we can’t make your fantasy come 
true, but here’s the next best thing: a bevy 
of callipygian beauties.—The Editors 


Surely every ass-lover 

can get behind these photos. 
As usual, we bend 
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Preparation Is 

Half the Pleasure Before 
Night of Passion 
Sometimes the most enjoya- 
ble part of a sexual 
encounter is the excitement 
of anticipation. If you have 
enough time to plan this 
event, it can be made into 
hours or even days of pure 
pleasure and self-indul- 
gence. Before my lover 
arrives, the coffee table gets 
one last dusting, the fruit is 
chilled, and the table is set. 
Standing near my front door 
| try to imagine everything in 
place: chilled cider, soft 
music on the stereo, and the 
subtle fragrance of jasmine 
everywhere. 

On to the bedroom. | 
choose a fresh linen that 
complements my creamy 
skin and the cool colors of 
the room. | add:some spicy 
carnations to the vase by 
the bed and arrange the 
towels in eager anticipation 
of their intended use. After 
deciding on a rosy pink 
teddy, | am satisfied that all 
is in order and | can relax. 

While the tub fills with hot 
water and mounds of 
jasmine-scented bubbles, | 
wash my hair until it’s 
squeaky clean and rinse it 
twice, once for shine and 
once for softness. | then 
wrap it tightly in a terry 
turban. | love the turban. 
There’s something slightly 
exotic about wearing it. 


These letters are as written by 
our readers, except that they 


have been edited to enhance 
their readability, and names 
have been changed to ensure 
privacy. , 
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After removing every bit 
of makeup and steaming my 
face, | wash it with a 
fine-sand complexion scrub. 
| work every muscle of my 
face with my fingertips, 
beginning around the eyes 
and nose. | circle the 
cheekbones and smooth the 
temples, rubbing up to the 
brow and down the nose to 
the lips. Lightly | scrub my 
throat and shoulders, down 
my arms and elbows and 
across my breasts to make 
the skin soft, fresh and 
delicately pink. The rough 
sand stimulates the circula- 
tion, and as | softly circle 
each breast, my nipples 
become erect. 

By this time the tub is full, 
and | slowly sink into the 
white foam. Splashing most 
of the sand off, | save some 
to soften my feet and toes. 
Then | lay back to relax in 
the fragrant softness. 

My lover likes smooth- 
skinned ladies, so | lather 
my legs heavily and shave 
them_close, one at a time. 
There is something sensual 
about the feel of a razor 
moving up my leg, starting 
at the ankle and going 
higher and higher, leaving 
only silky, smooth skin 
behind. | scrub my back 
with a brush and, as always, 
wish there was someone 
else there to do it. All those 
little brush fingers leave my 
back feeling alive. 

| let the water drain and 
turn on the shower. 
Standing under the hot 
stream of needles intensifies 
the desire that swells as | 
wash the folds of my pussy 
and feel the slick suds run 


down between my legs. | try 
to imagine what my skin 
must feel like to him as he 
squeezes my breasts or 
strokes my long back. As | 
rinse the last of the bubbles 
off my toes, | reach for a 
towel to smooth the droplets 
from my eyes. 

The makeup colors | 
choose accent my dark 
green eyes and light skin. | 
just use lip liner and gloss 
on my already flushed lips. | 
dry my hair and put on 
dangling earrings. After 
adding a light perfume, | 
finally slip into my teddy. 

As he knocks on the door, 
| wrap a satin kimono 
around my waist and step 
into tiny slippers. | sigh 
slightly as | answer the door 
and step into his arms. His 
first kiss is breathless and 
fervent, and my heart skips 
a beat as | regain my 
balance. | know it’s going to 
be a special evening. | can 
tell from his already bulging 
pants that we'll skip the 
conversation tonight and 
move right into the prelimi- 
naries. That’s all right with 
me, because I’m already 
warm and wet. | 

As | pour the ice-cold 
cider, he moves behind me 
and pulls the light satin 
away from my shoulders. 
Softly he kisses the nape of 
my neck and shoulders. | 


1 can feel the heat of his loins 


at the back of my thighs. 
With gentle insistence, he 
pushes me to the bedroom 
where | turn to unbutton his 
shirt. His waiting arms 
remove the kimono and hold 
me close as | continue to 
unbutton and remove his 


Whether you’re 
playing hard to get 
—or just plain 


getting hard—this 


is one game 
everyone wins 
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zine. In his book A ~ 
Glutton for Punishment, 


inereanne. brush wih? 


competitive pees a 
while relating the story of | 
an escargot eating con-. _ 


test he took part in in- 


| Provence, France. Long. E 


before his days as a 
gourmand, he’d been © 
trying to romance a 
young woman named | 


Kate. Snacking on potato. 


oh. he remarked that 
-hecould“eatthese 
_ things all night.” So Kate 
challenged him to eat 
two bags of chips in fon 


‘minutes, adding, “You — 


it, and you can feel my 
| tits.” With such a ila 
within hes on: 
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hadonhistenda: ~~ 
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clothes with slowly teasing 
fingers. AS one hand 
explores the contents of his 
shorts, the other one deftly 
fondles his nipples. By now 
he is fully erect and unable 
to hide his desirable length. 

On my knees now, | 
remove his shorts and, 
taking his balls in one hand 
and gently licking the head, 
| hear myself make low 
purring noises. After a 
moment, he pulls me to my 
feet and touches the swell of 
my breasts where they rise 
from the lacy teddy. He 
unbuttons the tiny buttons 
one at atime, and it drops to 
the floor. 

Unexpectedly he pins me 
half on, half off the bed with 
warm, soft kisses down my 
back and one probing finger 
in my pussy. As | ride the 
tide of mounting tension, he 
positions me so that my pink 
pussy is on the edge of the 
bed and my quivering legs 
are over his broad shoul- 
ders. One lick down the 
length of my ripe, watering 
slit and a flick of his expert 
tongue on my clit sends me 
into what can only be 
described as euphoria. 
Wave after wave of warmth 
rushes over me as every 
muscle tightens and releas- 
es, again and again, in an 
explosion of intense pleas- 
ure. There is no time and 
there is no space, only 
feeling. 

As | regain my strength, 
he holds me close and | feel 
his heartbeat quicken 
against my own. Taking his 
balls in my hand, | feel the 
coolness of the skin 
compared to the throbbing 
heat of his shaft. Positioning 
myself in front of him, | rub 
his cock between my full 


breasts and lick the head at 


the same time. 

As | continue to fondle his 
balls, | rub the base of his 
Shaft with my other hand 
and suck the ridge with 
slightly parted lips. He 
gently pushes my head to 
hold more of him in my 


mouth, and | know that the 
time is soon. Feeling his 
excitement brings me close 
to a second climax, and | 
can feel my own muscles 
taking control of me again. | 
breathe deeply and shake 
my head from side to side. | 
feel the firmness of his balls 
against my lips and the 
delicate skin of the head of 
his hard cock against the 
back of my throat. As | move 
my tongue to the underside 
of his shaft, curling it around 
the sides, | feel his quiver 
and know that soon he will 
come. | move my hand and 
gently caress his balls. With 
a shudder and a moan he 
fills my mouth with sweet 
cream. 

Breathing softly with him, 
| watch the rise and fall of 
his glistening chest as his 
hand drops playfully to my 
moist mound. It promises to 
be a long night of love.— 
Name and address withheld 


It’s Never foo Late to 

Live Your Fantasy 

First let me say that | have 
been an avid reader of your 
magazine for years and | 
have been very eager to 
share my ultimate fantasy 
with my fellow readers. 

It all began back in my 
senior year of high school, 
when | first laid eyes on the 
most incredibly sexy girl | 
had ever seen. Her name 
was Laura. | spent countless 
nights satisfying myself by 
just thinking of Laura’s tight 
little ass. Not only did she 
have an ass that could make 
any grown man cry, but she 
also had the most well- 
proportioned, sensuous tits 
I'd ever care to suck. | was a 
very shy individual back 
then. Although | shared a 
few classes with Laura, | 
never made any attempt at 
becoming anything more 
than just a casual acquain- 
tance of hers. 

However, as soon as | got 
home from school | would 
immediately relieve myself. | 


| can still remember all the 


kinky things | imagined this 
freckle-faced goddess do- 
ing in my fantasies. Just 
looking at her full lips and 
mouth during class had my 
cock constantly hard, as my 
thoughts pleasantly wan- 
dered into the bounds of the 
forbidden. 

One day | heard Laura’s 
friend Sharon talking about 
how Laura was a very horny 
girl in her own right, and was 
looking for a boyfriend to 
meet all the necessities of 
her womanly needs. This 
gave me a exciting new 
hope—maybe | could go out 
with the woman of my 
dreams. After watching 
Laura display her firmly 
Curvaceous body on the 
volleyball court, | often had 
to wait at least ten minutes 
before | could leave the 
game while my cock 
deflated. It was after one 
such game that | went up to 
Laura to finally ask her out, 
but my lack of self- 
confidence prevented tt. | 
went home sick with 
depression at the thought of 
never grasping her firm ass 
or thighs while sucking on 
her cock-craving mouth, all 
of which my loins so 
desperately wanted. 

But then | went on to 
college and forgot about 
Laura while | explored the 
vast world of pussy that can 
be found on a major college 
campus. That is, | forgot 
about her until | came home 
from school last summer. | 
bumped into Laura at the 
local pool, and her frame 
was just as Scrumptious as It 


had been when | so 


desperately longed for it. | 
had become a great deal 
more outgoing since I'd had 
experience with a few girls 
while at college. That, along 
with the fact that seeing 
Laura brought back all the 
old feelings, immediately 
gave me the idea to ask her 
out on a date. With the same 
sexy smile I'd never really 
forgotten, she said yes! We 
agreed to meet the next 
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day. She said she would 
bring along her gorgeous 
brunette friend Patti. A ; 
friend of mine named Eric 
was pleased to be Patti's 
date for the day. 

Upon picking up these 
two fine women, we first 
made small talk. Laura and | 
sat in the front seat while 
Eric and Patti, in the back, 
quickly became acquaint- 
ed. At the first red light we 
stopped at, | couldn't help 
gazing down at Laura’s 
crotch. Her tight leather skirt 
hugged her firm thighs and 
succulent ass so delicately. 
| blushed as my eight-inch 
cock began to expand to a 
size that was noticeable 
through my shorts. | could 
see by Laura’s face that she 
had noticed too. She also 
started to turn red as | 
adjusted my tool with my 
hand while continuing to 
drive. By the time we got to 
the restaurant things had 
calmed down a bit and 
everyone enjoyed their 
meal. Afterward we decided 
to catch a late movie. 

As the movie progressed, 
the affects of the alcohol | 
had drank during dinner 
began to kick in. | daringly 
ran my hand up Laura’s 
thigh. At first she gasped, 
but as my hand continued to 
its ultimate destination, 
Laura eagerly opened her 
thighs. Upon reaching her 
panties, | slowly pulled them 
down and felt the moistness 
of her swollen pussy. | 
inserted a finger into her 
tight cunt and began to 
finger-fuck her with the 
passion | had carried with 
me for so long. Laura began 
to grind her tight pussy 
against my finger until she 
climaxed with a shudder. 
Luckily for us, the theater 
was practically empty ex- 
cept for a few people in front 
of us, and Eric and Patti 
were going at it themselves 
two rows behind us. As the 
movie credits began to roll, | 
removed my finger from 
Laura's love nest and 
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sucked every bit of her 
sweet yet tart pussy juices 
off my finger. 

When | took Laura home 
that night, | gave her the 
most passionate kiss of my 
life, my tongue sinfully 
exploring the depths of her 
mouth. That night, | went to 
sleep with the finger that 
had probed Laura's vagina 
right next to my nose so | 
could keep her sexy odors 
right next to my face. 

The next day, | called 
Laura and | began to open 
up and tell of my past 
feelings for her. It was then | 
decided to share the most 
intimate fantasy | had had of 
her when we were both in 
high school—the very fanta- 
sy | had beat off to more 
than a hundred times. This 
fantasy would most often 
arise while | watched her 
sweat on the volleyball 
court. | dreamed of making 
passionate love to her while 
sucking and licking her 
sweat-covered and exhaust- 
ed body. | wanted to have 
her with absolutely no 
makeup on. | would gently 
suck her nipples while | 
smelled every bit of the 
fragrance from her armpits 
that no deodorant could 
possibly cover. | just wanted 
to take in every bit of the 
natural scents her body had 
to offer. 

After | told her this much 
of the fantasy, she told me to 
meet her later that day at the 
local gym and to be ready 
for the time of my life. 

When | got to the gym, my 
balls were already about to 
explode as | eagerly 
searched for my sex 
goddess. Just as | began to 
think that maybe this was all 
a joke, Laura suddenly 
appeared from the women’s 
locker room. She was 
wearing a tank top that 
barely covered her beautiful 
tits. She motioned for me to 
follow her into the girls’ 
locker room and then 


| disappeared as the door 


Slammed shut. | cautiously 


looked around, then quickly 
went in. | was relieved to 
find no other women 
changing as | strolled in, 
following the scent of 
Laura’s over-exercised 
body. As | made it to the last 
row of lockers, | was caught 
off guard by Laura's 
beautiful, stark-naked ass 
staring me right in the face. 
As Laura slowly turned 
around, my cock reached its 
full size within seconds. | 
walked up to her and our 
tongues met as | began to 
remove her top. It was then 
that | smelled the most 
pleasant body odor. | lifted 
her arms to get a more 
potent smell—the scent was 
driving my cock crazy. My 
tongue darted out of my 
mouth so | could taste the 
unmasked essences of what 
made Laura a true woman. 
After completely licking 
each of her armpits, | began 
to fondle each nipple while | 
gently licked the surround- 
ing edges of her well- 
rounded mounds of flesh. 

| then laid Laura down on 
the cold floor and quickly 
got undressed so | could 
tend to all of the actions that 
| had so desperately wanted 
to do for all these years. 
After sucking her tongue 
once again, | lowered my 
head to her aroma-filled 
cunt and went to work giving 
Laura the pleasure that my 
mouth had always wanted to 
give. It seemed automatic 
as | licked the inner walls of 
her cunt-hole while | gently 
nibbled on her clitoris. This 
drove her over the limit as 
she used her agility to buck 
nonstop into my tongue, 
finally reaching an earth- 
shattering climax. Then she 
used her short frame to 


straddle my legs while she 


administered the best 

blowjob I’ve ever had. 
Watching her head bob 

up and down while she 


consumed the entire shaft of 


my prick almost made me 
go over the edge. But when 
she started to fondle my 


‘She motioned 

for me fo 

follow her into 

the girls’ locker 
room, and 

then disappeared 
as the door 
slammed shut” 


| Satan of Arabia - . _ - 


When Middle 
correspondent 
Brooks was in Saudi 
Arabia a few years ago, 
she tangled with police, 
“presumedtobea =~ 
prostitute for trying to 


check into a hotel alone.” - 


According to Esquire, 
_ when she returned last. 
| fall, Brooks found the 
Moslem double-standard 
alive and well. A Saudi. 
executive lectured her: 
“Look at any [American] 
corporation,” he said. 
“Everyone is sleeping 
with everyone else. .. . 
We live by this teaching: 


If aman and a woman 
are alone together, the © 
third person presentis — 
Satan.” Really? After the 
interview, the man ‘invited 


Brooks to meet some of — 


his friends. He led her 
into a ‘room full of . 
entangled bodies. A 


gorgeous Filipina. . . was 


dancing, rubbing herself 


rhythmicallly. . . . [A] 


Turkish woman ‘caressed 


an Egyptian girl for the 


benefit of a smiling male — 


voyeur. Thenthe — 
Filipina performed a 


“reverse striptease, don- 


~ning the cloak worn by 


| proper Saudi women. ‘At 


the end of it,’ Brooks | 
reports, the girl resem- 
| bled “a 360- oo 
— cone.’ ts) 
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balls | shot the biggest load 
of come down her throat. 
While she managed to 
swallow most of it, some 
seeped out the side of her 
mouth. She leaned forward 
and | slowly entered the 
tightest cunt | could ever 
imagine. | fucked Laura with 
a determined passion, 
fueled by years of longing. 
As | continued to fuck the 
girl of my dreams, we both 
began to moan. We were 
soon over the limit and we 
came together for what 
seemed like days. 

Afterward we both show- 
ered and made love until we 
were caught and forced to 
leave our most sacred spot. 
Needless to say, next 
summer | know we'll both be 
ready for an encore.—E.S., 
Cleveland, Ohio 


Lucky Lady Loses 

Her Virginity Twice in 

One Encounter 

While flying this week, | 
chanced to read a copy of 
Penthouse Letters that had 
been left by someone who 
had previously occupied my 
seat in the airplane. After 
reading all the letters, | felt 
compelled to tell you the 
Story of my first experience 
with a man. | am now in my 
mid-twenties, and a teacher 
at an exclusive girls school. 
It is the same school from 
which | graduated several 
years ago. 

But the story of my first 
experience really begins. in 
New York City, at an East 
Side address where my 
stepmother Sandra shared a 
two-bedroom apartment 
with five other flight 
attendants during the six- 
ties. My stepmother told me 
some fun stories of her 


growing-up process in those - 


days. At one time, she and 
her roommates quietly 
shared the attention of a 
young man who lived in the 
same building. Usually he 
slept with the women one at 
a time, but on occasion he 
would sleep with more than 


one at atime. Sandra also 
told me that her friend Linda 
had had a lesbian relation- 
ship with one of the other 
girls who lived there. 

When | was eighteen, | 
was sent to a very exclusive, 
all-girl boarding school. | 
had had no experience with 
boys yet, and none with 
girls. However, what | think 
of as my “lesbian virginity” 
lasted only amonth after got 
to the school. My first female 
lover was a senior, a 
wonderful girl with beautiful 
blonde hair and perfect 36B 
boobs. We were lovers for a 
year, and still I'd never had 
a boy or aman. | was 
anxious for the experience. 

That summer | laughed 
about my predicament with 
my stepmother, and she 
took me to her exclusive 
Park Avenue doctor. He 
fitted me with my first 
diaphragm and gave me 
detailed instructions on how 
to use it, “just in case.” 

That Christmas, my father 
and stepmother went to 
Europe, and we all agreed 
that | would spend the rest 
of my vacation at a western 
ski resort with my stepmoth- 
er’s friend Linda and her 
husband, Doug. 

| arrived at the ski resort 
still a virgin, and still not 
having much luck until | met 
one sharp fellow. A few days 
after we met, we progressed 
to dating every night. He'd 
removed my bra, sucked my 
boobs, fingered my pussy, 
and I'd felt his cock through 
his pants—not bad for a 
beginner. The only problem 
was that he drove a sports 
car, and that is bad news for 


making out. Finally, he 


borrowed a full-size car but 
we spent the night getting it 
out of a ditch. The next night 
he tipped a ski patrolman so 
we could borrow the heated 
ski hut for an hour. 

He was cute, but terribly 
inept. Soon | wasn’t wearing 
my sweater, my blouse or 
my bra. My brand-new ski 


pants were unzipped when 


he lost his whole load on 
them. Worse, our hour in the 
ski hut was up. Hurriedly, 
unsatisfied, we got dressed 
and he took me home. 

When | walked in, Linda 
and Doug were clad in huge 
terry cloth robes, waiting 
their turn in the hot tub and 
spa that was part of their 
rented condo. Linda and 
Doug had been drinking 
wine, and Linda immediately 
chided me about the stains 
on my pants. My alert 
nipples were obvious 
through my sweater. 

| blurted out that | was still 
a virgin, adding that | was 
sure trying to remedy the 
situation. Linda seemed 
deep in thought for some 
moments, then went to the 
closet and got another robe. 
“Go put this on, and share 
the hot tub with us. Tonight 
is going to be your night, 
and you won't be a virgin in 
the morning,’ she said, 
winking at me. 

So | went, disrobed, 
sneaked two or three hits 
from a joint I'd gotten earlier, 
and rejoined them. Soon it 
was our “time” in the hot tub. 

Doug went out to the hot 
tub to get it ready, and 
Linda laughed and asked 
me if my diaphragm was 
ready. “Ready, waiting, and 
scared, | said. 

“Don’t be scared. I'll be 
with you, if you want, all the 
way. It’s your night, and your 
call.” 

Almost in a whisper, | said, 
“| think | want you with me.” 

So with a light peck on the 
cheek from Linda, we ran 
through the snow to the hot 
tub, which we had all to 
ourselves the rest of the 
night, if we wanted. 

Doug was already in the 
newly filled tub and the 
lights were dimmed to a 
level of near darkness. 
Linda quickly disrobed. | 
was taken by her beautiful 
body in the dim light. She 
was a most spectacular- 
looking woman. 

Rather shyly | turned, took 
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“| turned, 

took off my robe, 
and kicked off 
my panties. 

This was the first 
time I'd ever 
exposed myself 
to a man in my 
whole life” 
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off my robe, and kicked off 
my panties. This was 
absolutely the first time I'd 
ever exposed myself to a 
man in my whole life! 
Quickly and timidly | jumped 
into the foaming water 
between Doug and Linda. 

We had a fun time 
laughing and playing, and | 
began to lose my shyness 
and fear. More than once 
during our horseplay, | 
accidentally brushed 
Doug's penis. There was no 
doubt he was ready for the 
job at hand! 

Linda got out of the tub, 
slowly dried herself, and told 
us to stay there for at least a 
few minutes while she got 
things ready in the apart- 
ment. As soon as she left, 
Doug quickly and softly 
kissed me. It was certainly 
not the kiss of a hurried 
kid—it was soft, Knowing, 
and certainly confident... 
and | needed confidence. In 
a few minutes, we got out. 
He gently dried me off and 
wrapped me securely in my 
robe for the cold trip through 
the snow back to the condo. 
He quickly put on his robe, 
and together we ran. 

Linda was waiting for us 
in the master bedroom, 
sitting cross-legged on the 
king-size bed. A candle with 
a frosted-glass shade pro- 
vided the only illumination in 
the room. 

“Doug, go get two 
glasses of wine, and an 
orange juice for your lady.” 

As he left, she told me to 
disrobe and lay face down 
for one of Doug's “fantastic” 
massages. When he re- 
turned, she said, “Doug, 
she’s uptight, and this is her 
night. She needs one of your 
massages.” 

He was good. While | lay 
on my stomach, | could feel 
the tension drain from me. 
His sure and knowing hands 
and fingers worked the 
tension from every muscle. 

“Now, turn over,” Linda 
whispered. 

| was ready to turn over 


and, opening my eyes, | saw 
Linda had moved to cradle 
my head in her crossed 
legs, while Doug was there 
with a magnificent hard-on 
that looked huge. Wow. I'd 
never seen one before. |'d 
felt one, yes, but seen one? 
No. I’d had a tongue, a 
finger, and even a small 
dildo in my cunt before, but 
never a big, hard cock. 

Linda quickly closed my 
eyelids with her sure hands, 
and she massaged my face 
and head and neck while 
Doug poured warm lotion 
over my body and mas- 
saged my shoulders, tum- 
my, legs and then my 
breasts. Then his lotion- 
covered fingers found my 
erect clit. 

“Now,” | heard Linda 
whisper to Doug. 

| felt Doug’s hands leave 
my breasts and clit, and he 
firmly brought both my 
knees up as | lay on my 
back. My cunt was very 
ready and eager to be 
fucked. | felt him guide his 
cock toward tt. 

“Open your eyes,” Linda 
said. | opened my eyes just 
in time to see Doug grasp 
both legs. | felt the head of 
his cock push its way into 
my virgin cunt. 

| shut my eyes and must 
have moaned loud enough 
to be heard back in New 
York City. Doug asked me if 
| hurt, and | think | said, “No, 
don't stop, don’t stop,” and 
moaned more. | felt him 
stretch my cunt and me. | 
felt his cock filling me 
deeper and deeper. | loved 
it. It didn’t hurt at all. He was 
gentle, and he was in 
command, and at last | was 
being fucked by a man. 

It was then that | learned 


what Linda meant about 


Doug being the best. | felt 
the familiar twinges of an 
oncoming orgasm, and | felt 
my pussy tightening around 
Doug’s cock as he pumped 
faster and harder into my 
pussy. First | exploded, then 
Doug released his load into 


my cunt. | felt it! 

Then it was all over (or so 
| thought as | lay there), and 
Doug said, “And now, 
young lady, you area 
woman.” 

As he withdrew, | felt 
Linda move to my side, and 
just as quickly, Linda’s 
mouth was where Doug's 
cock had been. Her swift 
tongue circled my surprised 
clit, and just as swiftly she 
started softly sucking and 
licking my cunt. I’d never felt 
such a sure touch from my 
schoolmate’s mouth or 
finger. | exploded into 
another orgasm, opening 
my eyes to see and hear 
Doug expertly massaging 
Linda's pussy with a pink 
vibrator! 

Years have gone by since 
then. But sometimes, as | 
stand in front of my 
classroom, with my horn- 
rimmed glasses and my 
teaching outfit on, | think 
back to that wonderful 
week, when | lost my 
“man-virginity’ (and my 
“woman-virginity” too, be- 
cause, until that early 
morning, I'd never been 
loved by a mature woman). 

It is our secret. My 
stepmother knows, too. 
Because, really, it all started 
almost three decades ago in 
that East Side apartment 
shared by those stewardess- 
es. Do Doug, Linda and | 
still keep in touch? Yes, 
even though we live on 
opposite sides of the 
country. In fact, I’m at their 
place now for the weekend, 
waiting for Linda to come 
back from tennis and Doug 
to return from work.—Name 
and address withheld 


It's better to be chased than 
to be chaste. If you’ve had 
an experience you think will 
turn our readers on (and 
maybe even inspire them to 
do a little pursuing of their 
own), send it to: Penthouse 
Letters, Dept: PC, 1965 
Broadway, New York, New 
York 10023-5965. 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


0 rs ae 
ee 2 


Racquel's Private Line 
1-900 


246 -9969 3." 


Sexual Fantasies 
1-900 $3.50 per 


726 -ORGY "=" 


Exciting, Private & Live 1-ON-1 
1-900 $5 per 


246 - ION] «- 


Get A Bang Out Of Us 


1-900 ‘2 per 
776 -BANG “~ 
Only Erotic Fantasies & Messages 


NO CREDIT CARD NEEDED LIVE ONE ON ONE © PERSONAL MESSAGE EXCHANGE 


ou Must Be 18 RECORDED FANTASIES 


BOOK BONUS 


For a turn-of-the-century 
actress, the 
performance doesn't 


always end when 


the curtain goes down 


BY R.H. DAVIS 


“No actors need apply.’ Not many peo- 
ple today can remember when this 
type of notice was common in front of 
apartment buildings and rooming hous- 
es. The sad fact is that in this country 
and around most of the world, up until 
the twentieth century, professional ac- 
tors, entertainers, “show folk,” and all 
others of the same ilk who ‘“‘tripped the 
boards” were for the most part regara- 
ed with extreme suspicion, and held in 
very low esteem. 

Entertainers (men and women), espe- 
cially those associated with travelling 
circuses and carnivals, were equated 
with con artists (at times with justifica- 
tion). Actresses were placed on the 
same par as prostitutes—and indeed, 
some did perform that function between 
theatrical engagements. It also did not 


THE ROMANCES 
OF BLANCHE LA MARE 


Whether it begins backstage or in the 
boudoir, the show must go on. 


helo that many actual “working girls” 
then and now would refer to them- 
selves as actresses when asked their 
occupation. 

No wonder then that entertainers 
have been the subject of so many well 
known erotic books. The Loves of a 
Musical Student, The Memoirs of 
Pauline the Prima Donna, Crissie: A 
Music Hall Sketch and Aurora Trill are 
just a few examples which “justify” the 
moral prejudice against actors and sing- 
ers. To these we can add The Romanc- 
es of Blanche La Mare, a turn-of-the- 
twentieth-century “autobiography” of an 
actress. 

The Romances of Blanche La Mare 
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is actually part of a trilogy entitled The 
Confessions of Nemesis Hunt, but 
more about that next month. Here then 
is an excerpt, in which the author, hav- 
ing assumed the stage name of 
Blanche La Mare, recounts an episode 
that demonstrates why entertainers had 
such an unsavory reputation at the 
time.—C.J. Scheiner, M.D. | 


Theatrical folks, one of whom | now 
propose to be, inhabited principally, | 
had heard, strange and unknown 
lands across the water, called Ken- 
nington and Camberwell and Brixton. | 
had never been on the Surrey side of 
the Thames in my life, and had no 
intention of going there now. So, possi- 
bly very extravagantly, | determined to 
set myself up in the West End. My little 
costumiere, Eloise’s friend, who had so 
kindly given me credit, lived close by in 
Jermyn Street, and it occurred to me 
that | might get a room there. 

| will skip all further details of my life 
in London till the Herbert Restall Com- 
pany got away on tour. We were to 
open at Oxford and the “train call” was 
for Paddington, eleven-thirty one 
Sunday morning. | turned up early, un- 
accompanied, for Madame’ Karl had 
gone out to supper the night before, 
and had not returned—perhaps as a 
little revenge for my absences. 

Still, | was not the first on the plat- 
form, and | soon got to learn that the 
habit of theatrical companies was to 
arrive very early at the station, and 
exhibit their best frocks. | had my best 
frock on, and |’m certain it was the best 
in the company. Herbert Restall cast 
an admiring glance at me when he 
arrived. He did not speak to me, and | 
noted the reason: his wife, an angular 
lady past fifty, and of forbidding and 
nonconformist type of countenance, fol- 
lowed him everywhere. 

Annesley found me the train, and he 
found me also the acting manager, 
who was engaged in gumming labels 
on the carriage windows—labels indica- 
tive of the compartments to be ocCu- 
pied by various members of the com- 
pany. | was not put to travel with the 
chorus ladies, but with the two “Sisters 
Knock,” the dancers, to whom also 
Annesley introduced me. We all re- 
paired to the bar together, in which 
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pleasant spot were assembled the ma- 
jority of the company, some seventy all 
told. 

When we arrived at Oxford | was 
undecided where to stay. Being quite 
in ignorance of theatrical tours and liv- 
ing arrangements, | had intended to go 
to a hotel. Certainly my salary was only 
thirty-five shillings a week, but | had a 
little spare cash. The genial sisters 
Knock, however, quickly disabused me 
of that. “Come and stop with us, old 
dear,” they said, “don’t go putting up 
at hotels and making folks think you're 
a tart before they can prove it.” And so 
| went. 

The rooms were rather a shock, 
small and meanly furnished. The mural 
decorations consisted of a religious 
tract and lithographs, and the landlady 
was as dirty as she was familiar. But 
the sisters seemed to think they were in 
clover. “Old Ma Osborne's a bit of all 
right,” explained one of them. “Doesn't 
mind who we have in, or what we do, 
and that’s saying something in a place 
like Oxford.” 

When the question of dinner was 
mooted, old Ma Osborne grinned. 
“Well, me dears,” she said, “| haven't 
worried about getting you any dinners, 
because, knowing your like and your 
habits, I’ve took the liberty of telling 
Lord Hingley of the house, which is 
Christ Church College, me dear, that 
he might be at lierty to call. And Lord 
Hingley, me deaf, will see as how you 
iAner than | might be 
able to offer to you here.” 

| was inclined to be annoyed, but 
held my peace. 

Maude Knock (the one with the 
mole) became businesslike at once. 

“Many thanks, Mrs. Osborne,’ she 
said, “but who is Lord Hingley? He’s 
not on my visiting list.” 

“Is he all right?” chipped in the mole- 
less sister. “None of your courtesy title 
paupers, eh, what?” 

“All right; that | would say he is. Ten 
thousand a year he has, as | should 
know, dearies, my husband being his 
scout for nigh on two years in college, 
and as generous a gentleman as ever 
was.” 

The sisters Knock nodded assent, 
and Ma Osborne retired, beaming. 

The highly recommended Lord 


Hingley presently made his appear- 
ance accompanied by his friend, Mr. 
Charles Latimer; apparently they had 
only reckoned on two, and | saw break- 
ers ahead, for, without conceit, | knew 
well enough that neither of the sisters 
could hold a candle to me in looks, or 
in any sort of attraction. 

We were conveyed in cabs to Mr. 
Latimer’s room. Mr. Latimer was a rich 
young gentleman, son of the famous 
brewer of that name, and he occupied 
the most elegant apartments. He was 
plain but well groomed, and very well 
dressed. Despite his origin he was a 
gentleman. Lord Hingley was nice look- 
ing, if rather stupid, and obviously rath- 
er too fond of drink. They were both 
scrupulously polite to us girls. We had 
a most admirable dinner, cooked and 
served in a style which would not have 
disgraced a smart West End restau- 
rant, and we all of us drank rather too 
much champagne, to say nothing of 
subsequent liquors. Still nothing hap- 
pened, and the men made no attempt 
at lovemaking. The sisters obliged at 
the piano, and so did |, and after | had 
done so, Lord Hingley contrived to get 
me alone in a corner. , 

“| say,” he stammered, “you're a 
lady, aren't you?” 

“I’m certainly not a man.” 

“But don’t joke; you aren't like the 
others. How did you come to be living 
with Maude and Mabel?” 

“Because they are my friends.” 

The poor boy became very nervous, 
so |. explained. 

“lam a lady by birth, but who | am 
and how | came to be here, | don't care 
to have anybody know. If | told you my 
father’s name, you would probably 
Know.” 

But he squeezed my hand, not as a 
man would squeeze the hand of a cho- 
rus girl tart, and | knew that he was in 
love, the first young man of title who 
had loved me. He likewise made an 
appointment for the following day, to 
meet at the Queen’s Restaurant for 
lunch, a drive, and a hasty little dinner 
at his own rooms to follow (he lived out 
of college). 

| went down to the theatre on the 
following morning—the first time | had 
entered a theatre as a member of a 
theatrical company. Early as | was, sev- 
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eral of the girls were there before me, 
and the best places in the dressing 
room, which was to contain six of us, 
were taken. 

There were the twin sisters Knock: 
Lily Legrand, a show lady of more or 
less mature age, but undeniable 
charm of figure; and little Bertha Vere, 
Restall’s mistress, who was not, howev- 
er, allowed any special privileges in 
the company because of her relation- 
ship to the ‘“Guvnor.” | had to hang my 
clothes up in the middle of the room, 
and do without a looking glass. My 
brand new makeup box occasioned 
great joy among the other girls, who all 
appeared to have come with the tiniest 
remnants of the necessary powders 
and pigments. 

My first day in Oxford—also my first 
day on tour—was fairly uneventful. | 
went out to lunch with my lordling 
friend, but he treated me with extreme 
courtesy, to say nothing of a very good 
lunch. | found out afterwards that Ox- 
ford boys, while always delighted to 
get to know any actress on the road, 
expect little in return for their hospitali- 
ty. My young man did not even attempt 
to kiss me, though we sat for a long 
time in his rooms after lunch—l think 
that he was even rather shocked that | 
smoked. 

When | got back to my lodging | 
found the sisters Knock there, back 
also from a luncheon party. They had 
brought on my letters from the theatre. 
One of them was from the poet, and of 
a distinctly improper nature. Its pretty 
indelicate imagery, and a most sensual 
drawing by an artist friend which was 
enclosed, brought so much moisture 
on my legs that | had to get upstairs 
and wash before | dared face the semi- 
public undressing of the theatre dress- 
ing room. 

As the majority of the company had 
appeared in The Drum Major before, 
we had no dress rehearsal, and | had 
not even seen my costumes till | got to 
the theatre that night. The Drum Major 
was a “tights play,” and all the girls in 
our room wore those fascinating gar- 
ments. | was rather anxious to see how 
the legs of the other girls looked. Mine, 
| knew, were all right, a little on the 
small side perhaps, but quite perfectly 
modeled. | could submit to the difficult 
task of inserting a three-penny piece 
between my naked thighs when 
placed together, and keeping it there. | 
had also silk tights, a present from Mr. 
Annesley, who had informed me that 
the management considered cotton 
good enough for the chorus. He had 
found out the color of my dresses, and 
had these made for me. 

The girls in the room displayed little 


delicacy. Maude undressed stark na- 
ked, and walked about the room rub- 
bing herself down with a towel. Her 
figure was good. Shapely legs, if per- 
haps a little too muscular to satisfy the 
artist who takes his ideal from the an- 
cient Greek statues, but that was the 
fault of her dancing training. A firm, 
rather brownish skin, but without wrin- 
kles, and round breasts with scarlet 
nipples. Her arms were also muscular, 
and she had the hair under her armpits 
shaved off, though a great abundance 
of dark luxurious hair curled round the 
lios of her cunt and blossomed up onto 
her stomach. 

Lilly Legrand kept her vest on while 
putting on her tights, not omitting, how- 
ever, to show the hair on the lower 
portion of her body, and the sexual 
organ underneath. Mabel Knock 
stripped boldly to the buff, and dis- 
played a figure which was almost an 
exact counterpart of her sister’s, but 
she was more modest, and turned her 
back on us while she hurriedly slipped 
into her tights. Little Bertha, Restall’s 
mistress, was far more discreet, and 
got into her leg attire under cover of 
other garments. The reason for that 
was, | afterward discovered, that she 
padded. | was also as modest as might 
be, and immediately aroused the sus- 
picion of the eldest Knock girl that | 
had come to the theatre with my pads 
on, a common enough practice with 
some chorus girls who are ashamed of 
letting their companion tarts know that 
nature had not been altogether kind to 
them. She took me by surprise, and ran 
her hand all over my legs. “Genuine,” 
she pronounced, with a laugh, and Ber- 
tha looked envious. 

| was one of the officers. It was a 
military play, and | had to open the 
show with five others, headed by our 
captain, a very dapper little lady who 
was the principal boy of the play. When 
| first walked onto the stage, | could 
hardly see for fear (luckily | was placed 
last). | felt practically naked as the 
music surged in my ears, and it was 
only when | heard the other girls break 
into the surging melody of the song 
that | regained enough self-possession 
to join them. However, in half an hour | 
was all right, and got the brace of lines 
allotted to me off swimmingly. 

The piece went well; Restall was in 
great form, and was ably backed up by 
his leading lady, a well known expo- 
nent of soubrette parts. In the third act 
he was at his very best, but | had an 
awkward moment when he selected 
me as the other half of an impromptu 
gag scene. To his great surprise, | 
answered him back and got a big 
laugh for myself. When the show was 
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over, and he had taken numerous 
calls, he stopped me on the stage. 
“Clever little girl,” was the comment. 
“We'll do that again tomorrow. Come 
up to my room when you're dressed, 
and we'll have a little drink and a little 
rehearsal.” 

| was naturally elated, but the other 
girls laughed and more than hinted 
that | was wanted for something very 
different from a business chat. 

However, he began in a business- 
like enough manner, complimented me 
on the way | had made his gag go, and 
in his quiet, incisive, clever way, Sug- 
gested the necessary outlines of work- 
ing it up. 

Then he asked me to sit down and 
gave me a whiskey and soda. | noticed 
that his eye was devouring my charms 
with a hungry gleam. He began to let 
his conversation get rather frisky, and 
then boldly praised various portions of 
my body, my legs, my waist, and my 
breasts even. | finished my drink quick- 
ly and got up to go, but as | rose he 
followed me and clasped me in his 
arms before | had moved a step. | felt a 
passionate kiss on my throat, and his 
hand pressed roughly against the low- 
er part of my stomach. 

| protested and struggled, for | had 
no wish to.make myself cheap in his 
eyes by an easy surrender. However, 
nothing was of any avail. He did not 
prolong the struggle, but calmly locked 
the door and proceeded to talk the 
matter over. 

His arguments were pretty matter of 
fact. He was altogether carried away 
by my beauty, he said, and was mad to 
enjoy me. “What harm was done?” he 
argued, and he added that he could 
be a very good friend to me. 

Of course, in the end | surrendered, 
and then came a very improper piece 
of business. Restall’s costume necessi- 
tated skin-tights, without any trunks, 


and, in case of any untoward swelling,. 


he had his penis bound to his stomach. 
So, when he had slipped off his tights, 
this Curious arrangement met my as- 
tonished eyes—and he made me undo 
the wrapping till a fine stalwart member 
sprang from its bounds. | was surprised 
at its size and condition, for Restall was 
aman of over fifty who had lived every 
day of his life. His position had brought 
him into contact with thousands of girls 
who were only too ready to submit to 
overtures, and, if rumor was to be trust- 
ed, he had availed himself of every 
opportunity. Also he was a drunkard; | 
don’t suppose he had gone to bed 
sober any night for the last twenty-five 
years. 

When once we got to business | was 
randy enough. There was no sofa, and 
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the floor looked rather dirty, so he had 
me straddlewise across his knees, eas- 
ing me down onto him till | had his 
penis within me right up to its hairy hilt. 
He grabbed me frightfully tight to him 
and fucked me quite fiercely, but there 
was something in his savagery which 
delighted me. When it was over he 
drained a tremendously stiff whiskey 
and soda and then sat back in the only 
big chair in the room. “Well, you'd bet- 
ter be back to your room,” he said after 
a minute. “The girls will be Suspicious. ” 

“| thought as much,” | answered rath- 
er angrily. “You've had all you want 
from me, and want to get rid of me.” 

He became quite tender on the in- 
stant, and assured me that he meant 
nothing of the kind, only he was ner- 
vous lest | should be suspected of 
overfamiliarity with him. In fact he be- 
came so tenderly solicitous that he 
took me in his arms and kissed me. He 
became naughty again, and the dirty 
beast fucked me again. 

Nothing much of great interest hap- 
pened during our three-day stay at Ox- 
ford—we were only allowed half a 
week by the university authorities, in 
accordance with the wise regulation 
that more than three days of the socie- 
ty of any particular set of musical com- 
edy sirens is bad for the peace of mind 
of the undergraduates. | went out to all 
meals, some with my lordling, and 
some with the friends of Miss Sarel, the 
leading lady, who had graciously 
deigned to take me up. She was a 
bright, pretty little thing, quite passably 
clever, of anaughty temperament, and 
very much on the make, as the theatri- 
cal saying goes; she came out of Ox- 
ford with one or two valuable presents 
in the jewelry line. 

| was always stared at in the street, 
but the stare was not the sensual 
glance of the man-about-town, who 
feels his cock raised at the appearance 
of an attractive female, but the simple 
admiration of a healthy young mind. 
Not that everything of a sensual nature 
was absent from our little stay—to say 
nothing of that already recounted 
scene in Restall’s dressing room—for | 
experienced the beginning of a love 
affair. 

One night the sisters Knock brought 
home the tenor of the company to sup- 
per. Jean Messel was a strikingly hana- 
some man, about thirty-five or so, | 
Supposed, whose dark features be- 
trayed a foreign origin. He had often 
eyed me at the theatre, but we had 
never spoken till this party. On this 
occasion, however, he found courage 
to press my hand, and, later, to snatch 
a kiss. That kiss set me on fire. | had 
known well enough before the delights 
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of a sensual feeling, but never a sensu- 
al feeling coupled with love. | dreamed 
of him all night, and the next morning 
when we met at the station, and ex- 
changed some commonplace greet- 
ing, | experienced the sensation known 
as blushing all over. 

| did not continue in lodgings with 
the sisters Knock. Some little unpleas- 
antness over my intimacy with the 
young Lord had arisen, to say nothing 
of my obvious attraction for Jean Mes- 
sel, so at our next stop, which was 
Manchester, | chummed with a Miss 
Letty Ross, who played the third princi- 
pal part. Miss Ross had many acquain- 
tances among the wealthy manufactur- 
ers of the north: fat, jolly, middle-aged 
men, with any amount of money, which 
they enjoyed spending, and a great 
deal of which found its way into the 
pockets of the pretty little tarts of the 
various wandering companies. They 
wanted very little for their money, and | 
was glad for it, for my passion for the 
tenor produced a longing in my heart 
to remain quite chaste. Still one cannot 
exactly accept a diamond bangle for 
nothing, and more than once little 
Blanche suffered herself to be extend- 
ed on the sofa of a private hotel room, 
her dainty clothes elevated till the ex- 
posure of her naked charms caused 
some great Lancashire cock to crow 
lustily with anticipation. How hard they 
fucked, those north country merchants, 
and what quantities of sperm they 
spent, but they spent quantities of mon- 
ey, too, bless their enlarged hearts. At 
the time | grew very frightened of get- 
ting in the family way; those lusty devils 
were just the sort of men to get me 
caught, and | could not help a recipro- 
cal soend when they came. 

At Edinburgh, we boldly went to one 
of the best hotels, trusting to our for- 
tune to find a mug to settle our bills, 
and sure enough we did find one, in 
the guise of a well-known whiskey dis- 
tiller. He was staying in the same hotel 
and took on the two of us, first Letty 
and then myself. | was not jealous, for it 
gave me arest, and | was really sweet 
to him on my nights. He swore his cock 
had never, never felt such pleasure. 
He was nearly sixty, but he had never 
been sucked off, so | cleaned his cock 
up one night, and taught him that. He 
nearly went off his head with Joy. 

On the Saturday night after an un- 
commonly good supper, and too many 
liquors, the old man falteringly asked if 
we two would mind his coming to bed 
with both of us. He had done so well 
during the week that we had not the 
heart to say no. We arranged for him to 
come to our bedroom in half an hour, 
when we should be undressed, but our 


door was barely closed behind us 
when in he slipped blushing like a 
schoolboy detected in a fault, begging 
to undress us himself. 

He went for me first; | was wearing a 
three-quarter-length frock that night, 
and the dear old gentleman got excit- 
ed over it. | didn’t raise a hand to help 
him, and he stripped me right to the 
buff. After he got me out of my bodice, 
his frenzied cock was nearly bursting 
his trousers, and when he had got me 
down to my drawers and vest, the poor 
panting thing had to be relaxed. | gave 
it just one pat with my hand and the 
spend flew all over me, covering my 
body right up to my neck. He was 
disconsolate, and Letty was angry and 
said it was unfair to start so soon. But 
Blanche was equal to the occasion. | 
sponged myself clean, did the same to 
his cock, told Letty to tongue his 
mouth, and we very soon had him stiff. 
Then he finished my undressing, till | 
sat in all my naked beauty on the bed 
before him. 

He was so randy that he would have 
liked to fuck me again, then and there, 
but Letty naturally interfered. There was 
such a beautiful fire in the room that we 
both lay naked on the bed while our old 
friend tore off his clothes as if he was 
undressing for a swimming race against 
time. Funnily enough, though | often 
slept with Letty, not till that moment 
had | the least physical desire for her, 
but the filthiness of the whole scene 
overpowered me. | rolled over on the 
top of her, feverishly fingered her pret- 
ty body and covered her lips with hot 
kisses, which she returned in no 
halfhearted spirit. In a trice | had a 
finger up her cunt, so that ingress was 
barred to the old man. Next moment, 
however, he was up me from behind, 
his arms gripping both our bodies, and 
he came in me while my lips were 
glued to Letty’s and all my lust was for 
her. Still, he must have had a good 
fuck, for | was wriggling my stomach 
against hers like a fury. Even when he 
had finished | was filthily randy. | drew 
my finger, all covered with spend from 
Letty’s cunt, and made him lick it 
clean, an innovation in sin which he 
thoroughly enjoyed. 

Subsequently he fucked Letty and 
myself once more, and that finished 
him. He shambled back to his bea- 
room, while Letty and |, after a hot bath 
together, had one delicious bout of 
mutual cunt-sucking, then fell asleep in 
each other's arms. 

Next morning when the bill was pre- 
sented, our old friend had something 
of a shock, but he could not, after the 
events of the previous night, make any 
complaint. | fancy the one hundred 
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and two whiskies and sodas worried 
him. Of course, we didn't give It away 
that we had had all our friends in dur- 
ing the daytime, while he was at his 


business, and he thoroughly believed. 


we had slipped all that intolerable deal 
of liquor down our own fairy throats. He 
paid us the compliment of remarking 
that there wasn’t a bonnie lass from 
Maidenkierk to John of Groats that 
could have done the like. 

All this time | barely had an oppor- 
tunity of seeing my dark-eyed Jean 
Messel. His wife, who figured in the 
bills as Miss Henden, became suspi- 
cious and never let him out of her sight. 
She wasn’t a bad little woman, and on 
the stage she looked very nice, but 
what a fake. To begin with, she wore 
lifters to give her an added inch in 
height. When she went on the stage 
her legs were entirely encased in 
shapes, and even in ordinary walking 
dress she sported hip pads. Her bust— 
well, one night | got wet coming to the 
theatre and wanted a change of stock- 
ings, and every available stocking had 
that woman stuffed into her bodice. 
She even padded her arms, for she 
wore. _ tightly-fitting, transparent 
sleeves, and the flesh-colored pads 
that showed through had the appear- 


ance of the most fascinating rounded 
arms. She wore a yard of false hair, 
and what she had of her own was 
dyed. Her teeth, | need scarcely add, 
were removable at desire. Some of the 
girls used to question whether she had 
a false cunt or not. 

One night Jean and | got a chance 
to walk home from the theatre together, 
while she was at home ill. We came by 
a shortcut through a mean street, lit 
only by an occasional lamp, and tow- 
ered over by gaunt, stark walls. We 
were quite alone, for it was late and 
very dark, and the neighborhood had a 
dangerous reputation. There was no 
noise save a faint flip-flop of water, and 
presently we came to a place where 
the river was lazily licking a flight of 
stone steps. It was an eerie place, and 
| started nervously, brushing my shoul- 
der against my companion. The next 
moment his arms were gripping me to 
him, and my lips had sought his. | was 
willing enough to have let him have me, 
there and then, but presently he 
pushed me from him. 

“Little Darling,” he said, “next week 
my wife will not be with us. Shall we live 
in the same house?” 

| said, “Yes,” with a kiss; he saw me 
to my hotel door, and we parted. 
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Most vacations are planned, 
but allowing the heat to stoke a spontaneous adventure 
is the best part of going away 


TAKING OFF 


REA ARIAT RR EES 


verybody loves a vacation, a hol- 
iday, a weekend, or even a 
| plain old sick day—any free 
SI time that suggests a quick geta- 
way. time off brings not only rest and 
relaxation, but the opportunity to sponta- 
neously combust into a string of ever- 
escalating erotic moments. The new 
friends that are made and the erupting 
sexuality that is spurred are the stuff of 
which movies are made and books are 
written. Our readers confirm that during 
your next trip, you may wish to stay open 
to the possibilities that are stirring be- 
neath that wandering bikini.—L.D. 


Derrick’s letter: My wife and | recently 
returned from a sunny vacation where we 
experienced a fantastic thrill. 

It was late afternoon on the second day 


of our vacation when we went down to the 
pool for drinks. That’s where we met Tony 
and Cleo. They are a sophisticated black 
couple. Tony is thirty-two, very muscular 
and good-looking. Cleo is nineteen and 
cute as a button. Tony and Cleo were 
continually flirting with each other, rub- 
bing and grabbing at each other playfully. 
My wife, Drew, noticed Tony’s bulge and 
commented on how well-hung he looked. 
| could tell she was getting excited watch- 
ing them play. | excused myself and went 
to the rest room. 

When | came back, Drew was talking 
with Tony. She said Tony and Cleo lived 
together, not far away, and wanted to 
know if we wanted to party at their house. 
Tony was leaning over the bar enjoying 
Drew’s 34B breasts, which were covered 
by a skimpy bikini top. We had more 
drinks at the bar before leaving. The girls 
were getting along great, and both were 
half-corked. When we arrived, the girls 
went to the backyard. Tony went to make 
drinks, and | went to the can. 

The bathroom window was right above 
the girls, and | heard Cleo ask Drew if we 
liked to swing. Drew replied that although 
we are very active and have tried every- 
thing, we were never unfaithful to each 
other. Cleo said that on the way over Tony 
had told her he wanted to fuck Drew. Cleo 
asked her if she had ever been with a 
black man. Drew said she hadn't, but she 
had always admired many black men’s 
physiques. She thought that most were 
well-defined, with nice asses. Cleo said 
that Drew would love Tony because he 
has a nice bum and a beautiful cock. 
Drew was obviously getting excited just 
talking about it. 

My imagination was racing with 


Poolside is the place to kick back, relax, 


and check out the new arrivals. 
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thoughts of Cleo’s hot lips wrapped around my cock. With 
Drew’s obvious attraction to Tony, | knew the night had 
possibilities. 

All of us relaxed with drinks in the yard and talked for 
hours. Then Tony got up, took Cleo by the hand and walked 
over to a hot tub in the corner of the deck. They both peeled 
off their clothes and climbed in. Cleo called over to us, 
telling us to get Some more cold beer and come on in. | went 
to get the beer, and when | returned Drew was already in the 
tub. | quickly joined them. After a few minutes | was swelter- 
ing, SO | raised myself onto the edge of the tub, feeling kind 
of embarrassed since | had a raging hard-on. This was all 
Cleo needed to see. She was between my legs instantly. 

She licked my shaft from the balls to the tip, rolling my 
cockhead in her mouth. First she took small strokes, expertly 
using her tongue, playing with my balls with her other hand. 


At resorts, plenty of decorative bikinis create graceful 
frames for the wet mounds of joy that lie underneath. 


Then suddenly she swallowed my entire length. | had never 
been deep-throated before, and it felt great. | could feel my 
head sliding back and forth through her throat. | came 
instantly. After | came | opened my eyes and realized that 
Drew and Tony had watched the whole thing. 

Cleo smiled and looked at Drew. And Drew looked at 
Tony as he slowly rose out of the tub. Tony’s cock was long, 
thick and absolutely beautiful. Drew looked over at me as if 
she was afraid to touch it. She slowly grasped it with one 
hand, then the other, and slowly wrapped her lips around 
his huge, purple cockhead. She was stroking him with two 
hands and sucking him at the same time, moaning in 
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pleasure all the while. Suddenly she began to lick and slurp 
as he shot his load into her mouth. At that moment | looked 
over at Cleo. She motioned for me to come to her. 

Watching Drew enjoying Tony’s cock had me at a peak. 
Cleo’s pussy was right where | wanted it. | slowly slid into her 
pussy. She smiled and said, “Don’t move.” She expertly 
pumped her cunt over my cock, and in no time | was ready 
to explode again. Just as | was going to shoot my load she 
pulled away and told me to save my energy. She swam over 
to Tony, took his cock in her hand and began stroking it 
slowly. She asked Drew to help her bring him back to life. 

Cleo began to suck Tony wildly as Drew massaged his 
balls. Cleo swallowed Tony completely, giving him a dozen 
full-mouth strokes before coming up for air. Then Drew 
started to lick his cock. | was beginning to feel left out as 
these two women enjoyed Tony’s cock. | slid into the water 
and put my member between Cleo’s cheeks. Her ass felt so 
good. She bent over and | pushed into her hot pussy. Just 
as | started to stroke she took my hand. | thought she was 
going to place it on her tit. But to my surprise she placed my 
hand against Tony’s cock. It felt so big, | could hardly reach 
around it. When | started to stroke it, Drew's hand replaced 
mine, and she said, “We knew you wanted to touch it.” 

| had to admit it felt good. Drew looked at Tony and said 
she wanted to be fucked. She spread out on her stomach, 
dangling her legs in the tub. As Tony slowly entered her, his 
cockhead popped into her dripping pussy. He stroked 
gently and expertly, going deeper with each thrust. Drew 
was moaning in delight. Tony just kept pumping. Drew was 
in heaven. | could tell she was having orgasm after orgasm. 
She started to scream, ‘Tony, fuck me hard! Give me all of 
that beautiful cock!” Tony sent his member all the way 
home, and Drew arched her back and screamed in delight 
as they both exploded together. 

| was envious and jealous, but Cleo soon took my mind off 
those feelings. We had a wild night and slept in each other's 
arms on the deck. The next day Drew told me how beautiful 
| was and how much she enjoyed the night. So we both 
decided to spend more time with Tony and Cleo. Actually, 
we spent the next two weeks with them. We had a great 
holiday and the best sexual experience of our lives. 


Sean’s letter: My wife and | came to Cabo San Lucas to 
spend a much-needed two month vacation. We found your 
most extraordinary magazine left behind in our rented stu- 
dio, so we decided to share this adventure with you. 

| no longer wear small, bikini-type bathing suits, because 
| have found out that the bulge they are designed to make 
attracts quite a bit of attention to me—almost too much 
attention. I've had women fondle me in the weirdest places. 
Once | was riding in a hotel elevator, wearing a T-shirt with 
my bathing suit, when a middle-aged but good-looking 
woman reached out, grabbed my bathing suit and pulled it 
down, telling me she just “had to see it.” She then kissed the 
tip of my cock and put the bathing suit back in place before 
stepping out of the elevator. | had to walk out with my beach 
towel hanging in front of me! 

My wife has an extremely good body, which she likes to 
show off. She often goes braless, pantyless, and wears 
revealing clothes just to drive me crazy. She says she likes 
to see my bulge growing in unexpected places. 

This particular day we were sitting next to the pool. My 
wife was wearing a tiny string bikini that did not cover much, 
and | had decided to give my bikini bathing suit one last try, 
since we were alone. The pool is very secluded. My wife had 
been teasing me all morning, touching my prick, rubbing it 
from outside the swimsuit, bending down to kiss it every so 
often and, in general, doing everything possible to keep me 
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Time approx.: 58 minutes 


PENTHOUSE LOVE STORIES 
captures beautiful 
women and gorgeous 
couples caught in the 
throes of Penthouse 
passion. A voluptuous 
redhead finds new toys in 
her attic that edge her 
closer to the heights of 
ecstasy. A young gas 
station attendant meets a 
beautiful blonde cus- 
tomer he’s more than . 
happy to service. Two 
women explore all the 
variations of dominance 
and deviance. 

PLUS! Four more vignettes 
that stretch the bound- 
aries of erotic imagination. 
IN ADDITION! Love Stories 
takes you out fo the 
beach to meet a ‘real- 
live’ sexual exhibitionist. 
AND you'll have the 
chance to chat with 
Xaviera Hollander, the 
“Happy Hooker”, who 
shares her bountiful sexual 
wisdom. Enter a new 
world of sexual pleasure 
as the girls of Penthouse 
come alive for you in 


LOVE SIORIES. 


Time approx.: 58 minutes 


: 


ON THE WILD SIDE brings 
you to a realm of the 
senses where nothing is 
forbidden and pleasure is 
the only rule. A newly 
liberated husband Is « 
invited to watch as two 
wild blondes indulge in 
some very inventive water 
play. An innocent girl is 
transformed into the 
leatherbound plaything of 
a punk domanatrix. 

PLUS! Explosive nude 
photos of a young 
Madonna as you've 
never before seen her. : 
Fact and fantasy mingle 
together deliciously as the 
girls of Penthouse show 
you their WILD SIDE. 


Time approx.: 58 minutes 
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CALIGULA may very well 
be the most controversial 
film in history. Only one 
movie dares to show the 
perversion behind Impe- 
rial Rome. And that 
movie is CALIGULA, the 
epic story of Rome’s mad 
emperor, His unholy 


sexual passion for his sister, 


his marriage to Rome's 
most infamous prostitute, 
and more. 

The combined talents of 
Malcolm McDowell, Peter 
O'Toole, Helen Mirren, 
along with the beautiful 
Penthouse Pets make 
this-unique, historical 
drama a masterwork of 
the screen. 


Time approx.: 148 minutes 
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half hard all the time. | had been teasing her also, rubbing 
tanning oil over her nipples. | even stuck my oil-covered 
finger up her cunt from the side of her bikini bottom. 

| was in the middle of finger-fucking her in a more earnest 
manner when we heard the pool gate lock snap. | quickly 
took my finger out, rearranged the bottom half of her bikini, 
and told her | was going into the pool to cool off fast. 

Two young women, one blonde and one brunette, came 
in and sat across from us,’so that was the end of our games 
for a while. When | came out of the pool, however, my wife 
had decided to keep on teasing me a bit. 

She started rubbing tanning oil on me, starting with my 
arms, chest, stomach, legs, thighs. Just when | thought she 
would be more or less finished, she started brushing lightly 
against my bulge. As you can imagine, it started growing 
very fast, until the head of my now erect prick started to 


It is easy to grab a horny vacationer's attention, especially 
when you strip and give a rear-view invitation. 


peek out of my swimming trunks. When | was about to put a 
magazine over it, one of the young girls called over, “Leave 
it out, we like it. We were watching you through binoculars 
from the penthouse and we think you have a beautiful cock.” 
With that, they came over and the blonde reached down, 
lowered my trunks all the way to my balls, and started 
spreading lotion over my cock. 

Pretty soon my cockhead was red as a beet, swollen and 
glistening in the air. My wife leaned over, grabbed it and 
started licking it, sucking it, and kissing it in front of the two 
girls who had positioned themselves so that | could not be 
seen from the building. Just as | was about to come, she 
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pulled away. My shaft was glistening. Every vein bulged out. 
My big, circumcised cockhead practically glowed. The aggres- 
sive young blonde then made a grab for it. She started 
sucking me for all she was worth while my wife and her 
friend watched. Pretty soon | had my finger up my wife’s 
cunt. My other hand was caressing the leg of the brunette 
who was watching, trying desperately to reach her cunt. She 
moved toward me, and | finally pulled her suit aside to 
caress her mound. | came with a shudder, my come flying 
all over the place. 

When my cock finally shrank down, the pretty brunette 
brought us to a cabana next to the pool, took off her 
swimsuit and started working me over for the second time 
that morning. She took my trunks down completely and put 
my soft prick in her mouth, swirling her tongue around its 
head, licking my balls and my thighs. All the while, my wife 
and the blonde were busy kissing each other and playing 
with their tits and cunts. 

| finally got hard again, and we started fucking furiously in 
a lounge chair with my wife and the blonde watching from 
the corner. Sometimes my wife would reach out to caress 
my balls from behind, or to stick a timid tongue between my 
prick and the brunette’s cunt. 

After what seemed like hours, | finally came inside the 
brunette. We were drenched in pussy juices, sweat and 
tanning lotion. The cabana had a definite sexual smell to it 
and we were not much different. We all went into the shower, 
turned on cold water at full blast, and started cleaning off. 


Ronnie’s letter: Something special happened to me sever- 
al years ago when | was in Hawaii with my family. The first 
week was uneventful, spent sight-seeing around the is- 
lands. But we spent the second week on Waikiki beach. 
While at a restaurant in Waikiki | asked a guy who worked 
there where the action was, and where | could get some pot. 
He told me to come by the following day at two o'clock when 
he got off work. | showed up the following day and followed 
him to meet his girlfriend. 

We spent the afternoon drinking and smoking at their 
apartment. | was a little apprehensive about being in a 
strange place, but | didn’t take long to adjust. | found out his 
name was Keith and his girlfriend was Cherise. 

Keith said he had to go back to work, but that it was okay 
if | hung out awhile. Cherise excused herself and left the 
room. When she returned she was wearing a pair of black 
lace panties. And that’s all. Her skin was really dark, no tan 
lines at all. Her large, dark tits boasted the biggest brown 
nipples | ever saw. She led me into the bedroom where we 
met in a long, deep kiss. | placed her on the bed and slowly 
made my way to her nipples. | sucked on her nipples for 
what seemed like hours—they were so big and delicious | 
couldn't get enough. But she stopped me and went after my 
throbbing dick. She proceeded to give me the best head | 
have ever had to this day. 

After | let loose a torrent of come down her throat | wanted 
a look under those flimsy panties. But she stopped me cold 
and told me that was her boyfriend's territory. | insisted, but 
to no avail. So | continued to kiss her lovely brown body, 
concentrating on her nipples and thighs. She wanted to give 
me another blowjob, and | made it last as long as | could, 
savoring every precious lick of her tongue. When | came the 
second time | felt shivers from the top of my head to the 
arches of my feet. Afterward | got dressed and we smoked a 
joint. | suspected that she had done this kind of thing quite a 
few times. 

It’s been several years since | had my Hawaiian trip, and 
it may be several more before | return. If | ever do go back | 
definitely plan on looking for Cherise. 
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Friendly Neighbor 

Finds Out That Two Joints 
Are Better Than One 

lam happily married and 
enjoy a good sex life with my 
wife. However, | had always 
wondered about tasting the 
forbidden fruit. That is, 
making it with another guy. 
As much as | love getting a 
blowjob, | wondered if 
giving one would be as 
much fun. 

| met Jed soon after he 
moved into the housing 
development where | live. | 
was passing by while he 
was doing his yard work, 
and introduced myself. As 
we talked, | noticed his 
shorts were barely adequate 
to cover an enormous Cock. 
He invited me in for a beer, 
and told me he had 
divorced his wife because 
their sex life had been lousy. 
He said that she only liked 
sex in the missionary 
position and would absolute- 
ly never blow him. He was 
being so candid! | couldn't 
believe he was telling me all 
of this, nor could | believe 
how much | was getting 
turned on by it. Was a secret 
| fantasy about to become 
reality? 

Jed looked about ten 
years older than |, which put 
him around forty, so | was 
surprised when he asked if | 
wanted to share a joint. | 
readily agreed, since | 
hadn’t smoked pot since 
college. As the joint got 
smaller, he held it closer and 
closer to his hips when he 
passed it. It also seemed 
that as | got higher, his big 
cock got even bigger. 

When the joint was too 
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small to pass, Jed said he’d 
hold it while | took a hit. He 
held it right in front of his 
crotch, and | had to lean 
forward—with my face 
inches from his zipper—to 
suck in the smoke. | 
steadied myself by putting 
my hand on his thigh. | held 
it tightly and closed my eyes 
as | toked. Then he took the 
joint away. 

But | didn’t move. 
Instead, | slowly inched my 
hand farther up his thigh 
until my fingers touched the 
front of his bulging shorts. 
Jed moaned, reached down 
and unzipped his pants. 
With a shrug; he pulled out 
his semierect dong. It hada 
wide, circumcised head. He 
gave it one or two long 
strokes to stretch it out, then 
leaned back against the 
desk and smiled at me. 

Holding it carefully, | 
began running my tongue in 
slow circles all around the 
head. Jed told me how good 
it felt as | licked the length of 
his fat, hard prong and 
kissed the spongy head. He 
ran his hands through my 
hair and proceeded to feed 
me his dick. Jed guided my 
head up and down on his 
hard cock, sliding it in and 
out of my mouth like a 
piston. | kept my tongue 
pressed against the under- 
side as he repeatedly 
rammed the shaft past my 


lios. | was incredibly turned — 


on and sported a raging 
hard-onofmyown. | 
After what seemed like an 
eternity, Jed pulled his dong 
from my mouth and peeled 
off his shorts. He leaned 
against the desk again and 


began to rub the head of his 
boner all over my face. | 
looked up at him and stuck 
my tongue out so he could 
rub his prick on that as well. 
After a few minutes of this, 
he held my head firmly and 
plunged his stiff rod deep 
into my mouth. | responded 
with more eager, wet and 
steady sucking. 

| felt Jed get close to 
coming several times, but 
he always pulled out at the 
last minute. He was telling 
me how good it felt and 
warned me that he couldn't 
last forever. | told him he 
could come whenever he 
wanted. He murmured that 
he wanted to come in my 
mouth. | let him, and it was a 
delicious sensation. Any 
man who has never 
experienced the taste and 
feel of another man’s cock 
and a mouthful of come is 
missing out on two of life’s 
great pleasures.—uJ.C., Hon- 
olulu, Hawaii 


It Takes One to Know 
One—or in This 

Case, to Blow One 

After drinking too much ata 
college party one night, | 
went upstairs to crash on a 
vacant bed. Not long after 
I'd plopped down my 
wasted bones, | felt 
someone pull down my 
zipper and undo my pants. 


The room was dark and, 


thinking it was some coed 
looking for anonymous sex, | 
pretended | was still passed 
out. But | quickly realized 
there was more than one 


/ person with me, as three 


sets of hands worked fever- 
ishly to pull off my jeans. 


Queer encounters 
and bisexual 
frolics—Why fly the 
straight and 
narrow when you 
can swing both 
ways with 

gay abandon? 


"may actually help pre- | 
vent uterine and ovarian — 


cancer. Unfortunately, it~ 
is suspected that estro- 
gen, the other active — 
ingredient, may cause > 
| breast cancer. 
_ However; according to 
_ Newsweek magazine, Dr. 
Michael Cohen, a forty- 


_ three-year-old Dutch doc- 

| tor, has formulated a new 

| birth-control pill called 

| B-Oval that contains no 

| estrogen. Instead of 
estrogen, Dr. Cohen has 

| substituted melatonin, a 

| ne involved | in 
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Still thinking it was some 
horny women, | continued to 
fake being passed out. But 
then, just as | felt a hand 
touch my cock, a voice 
exclaimed in a loud whisper, 
“Wow, he’s not circum- 
cised!” What a shocker: it 
was a guy’s voice! Opening 
my eyes a crack, | saw there 
weren’t any girls at all, just 
three men. | didn't know 
what to do, as this was a 
new situation for me. Still, | 
was intrigued, excited and 
aroused. What’s more, | 
already had a powerful 
erection and was Curious 
about what these guys had 
in mind. 

As | lay there motionless, 
they all played with my cock. 
Suddenly | felt a mouth 
descend over the head of 
my cock as one of them 
began sucking me off. With 
my foreskin held back tight, 
he licked and.sucked my 
glans. Then another guy 
said, “Let me try it.” He, too, 
just sucked my glans as he 
held back the skin. 

Moments later a third guy 
took his turn on my pole. 
Girls had given me head 
before, but it was nothing 
like what was happening in 
that room. | was about to 
pop my cork, and he sensed 
it. Releasing my cock, he 
said, “| think our boy's going 
to come.” 

One of the other guys 
responded, “Great. Jack 
him off and let’s see him 
come.” When | exploded, | 
wanted to scream with 
pleasure but didn’t dare let 
them know | was awake. It 
was the most enjoyable 
orgasm of my life. 

And then they left, leaving 
me holding my exposed, 
throbbing penis, pondering 
what had just happened. | 
couldn't stop thinking about 
how great they’d made me 
feel. The more | thought 
about it, the more | knew | 
wanted more. Based on 
their voices, | had a pretty 
good idea who these guys 
were. In fact, they lived in 


my dorm! | decided to go 
and find them. 

As | approached the door 
of Ray, the one who'd jerked 
me off, | heard some faint 
sounds coming from inside. 
| opened the door and, sure 
enough, they were all 
naked, sucking and jerking 
each other off. “| was 
hoping I'd find you guys 
here,” | said. “You made me 
feel so good, | want to repay 
the favor.” 

The guys all turned out to 
be fellows | knew as passing 
acquaintances. Frank was 
blond and stocky, Sean was 
a redheaded jock, and Ray 
was a tall, muscular black 
man. “Something told me 


| you weren't really passed 


out back there,” Ray said. 
“l’m glad you're not mad.” 

“Not mad,” | said with a 
laugh. “Just horny.” 

| locked the door and 
immediately stripped. | 
already had a good 
erection. Ray’s was the cock 
| wanted to look at. It was 
dark and massive and 
looked like something that 
belonged on a tree. | knelt in 
front of Ray, awestruck by 
the beauty of his huge cock. 
| began by sliding his 
foreskin over the purple 
glans of his mammoth 
erection. Then, leaning 
forward, | eased the head 
into my mouth. | was 
surprised at how natural it 
felt to suck a penis. The 
excitement of sucking anoth- 
er guy’s cock possessed 
me. | pressed my tongue 
inside the flap of his 
foreskin, making him moan 
with pleasure. In no time, his 
body tensed and his load 
shot into my mouth. | 
swallowed most of it, leaving 
a little of the warm goo to 
slosh around inside my 
mouth. 

As soon as | finished with 
Ray, | turned to Frank and 
Sean. | knew that, deep 
down, I'd always longed to 
have hard cocks in my 
mouth, and now there was 
no stopping me. | immedi- 


ately began sucking Frank’s 
cock, stroking Sean's at the 
same time. 

| must have been doing 
something right because 
Frank quickly came in my 
mouth. | gulped down his 
semen and, without missing 
a beat, took Sean's prick 
into my mouth. As | sucked, 
Frank knelt down and began 
blowing me. Sean and | 
came together. It was, 
without a doubt, the best 
orgasm I'd ever had. | really 
got off watching the 
pleasure cross Sean’s face 
as he spurted his seed 
down my throat. 

We spent the night 
bringing each other to 
orgasm again and again, a 
nonstop four-way that left 
the room smelling like a 
semen factory by the next 
morning. As the school year 
progressed, the four of us 
became good friends—and 
steady lovers. | still enjoy 
sex with women—and do it 
often—but I’ve learned that 
it takes a man to know what 
really gets another man 
off.—H.W.,, Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania 


What Do You Do When 
Your College Roommate 
Sucks? Suck Him Back! 
My friend Joe was home 
from college for the summer. 
He is a very good-looking 
guy and never at a loss for 
dates. His roommate from 
college, Alan, came to visit 
for a week last summer. | 
was supposed to stop by for 


| avisit one day around noon, 


but | got there a little early. 
The gate was open so | went 
around to the backyard. 
When | got there, | couldn't 
believe what | saw. Joe was 
laying back on a lawn chair, 
and Alan was kneeling 
between his legs, giving him 
a blowjob! 

Well, | was really turned 
on watching Joe and Alan. | 
unzipped my jeans, pulled 
out my boner and stroked it 
slowly as | watched Joe’s 
big cock disappear be- 
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tween Alan's lips again and 
again. God, they looked so 
perfect together! 


Alan rubbed his hands all’ 


over Joe’s firm stomach and 
thighs as he slowly worked 
his mouth up and down 
Joe’s hard cock. Joe lay 
back with a look of ecstasy 
on his handsome face. 
Meanwhile, | continued to 
stroke myself silly. Pretty 
soon Joe was close to 
coming. His body was 
tensing up as he ran his 
fingers through Alan's blond 
hair, gently pushing his 
head down into his pubic 
hair. All of a sudden Joe let 
out a deep groan and 
shouted, “Yes!” He was 
obviously shooting his load 
down Alan's throat. 

After a few minutes, Alan 
moved up and lowered his 
naked body onto Joe's. 
They embraced and went 
into a long, passionate kiss, 
and then Joe gave Alan a 
blowjob that was as intense 
as the one he'd just 
received. | couldn't take 
anymore. My dick erupted, 
shooting a huge load all 
over my hands. Happy that 
they hadn't seen me, | 
quickly zipped up my pants 
and went home. 

| wish I'd had the nerve to 
join them, but at the time | 
wasn't sure if it was the right 
thing to do. Even so, just 
watching them was one of 
the best sexual experiences 
of my life. For now I'll be 
content with the memory of 
their lovemaking, and the 
fantasies | have of them 
together at school. | plan to 
work up my courage and 
visit them there soon.—B.R., 
Rochester, New York 


Guest Borrows His 

Car, Then Takes 

His Hot Rod Too 

On a recent trip to San 
Diego, | stayed with Eddie 
and Barb, friends of my 
family. They were a nice 
couple, and even though 
they were about ten years 
older than | we hit it off 
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great. Eddie even let me 
borrow his Jaguar. 

The second week | was 
there, | came home much 
earlier than expected after a 
frustrating Friday night date. 
The girl I'd been out with 
was a real tease, and my 
cock was still throbbing from 
our fruitless petting. | 
parked out front and walked 
around back, planning to sit 
by the pool and enjoy the 
cool summer night. As | 
passed the den | noticed a 
light coming through the 
partially open blinds. With- 
out really thinking about it |. 
glanced in. What | saw 
made my cock throb even 
more. Eddie was sitting on 
the couch, and Barb was on 
her knees between his 
outstretched legs. They 
were both naked, and Barb 
had his cock stuffed in her 
mouth. 

| could tell Barb was really 
enjoying herself. She was 
looking up at Eddie and 
managing to smile, even 
with her lips stretched over 
his cock. And | do mean 
stretched: Eddie’s cock was 
gigantic. Barb had both 
hands wrapped around it 
and there was still more 
cock exposed than she 
could handle with her 
mouth. Occasionally she 
would drop her head down 
and run her tongue across 
his balls, taking both of them 
in her mouth and jiggling 
them with her tongue. I'd 
had a few blowjobs from 
girls at school, but none of 
them could compare with 
Barb’s obvious talent. The 
intensity with which she was 
sucking Eddie's cock was 
something to see. 

| grew tired of just 
watching and pulled my 
cock out of my pants, 
stroking it while continuing 
to follow the action in the 
room. I'd always been ~ 
straight when it came to my 
sexual preference, and 
never took much notice of 
other guys’ bodies. But 
Eddie reallyhadmy 


attention. He had been a 
varsity gymnast in college 
and had maintained his 
athletic build. 

As Barb continued suck- 
ing Eddie’s cock, | found 
myself wondering what It 
would be like to take her 
place between his legs. | 
concentrated closely on 
Barb’s technique. Before 
much longer | saw Eddie’s 
legs stiffen. He raised his 
ass off the couch, cramming 
more of his long cock into 
his wife’s mouth. He was 
filling her mouth with come. 
Overcome by excitement, | 
shot my load against the 
side of the house. That night 
| fell asleep thinking about 
Eddie's cock. 

The next morning | awoke 
with my usual hard-on, and 
masturbated while fantasiz- 
ing about a sexual encoun- 
ter with Eddie. Since it was 
Saturday, | knew he would 
be hanging around the pool. 
| put on my trunks and 
headed downstairs. Eddie 
was surprised to see me up 
so early. | told him | was 
thinking about trying out for 
the swim team and needed 
to get in shape. We swam 
together for about half an 
hour and then stretched out 
on some lounge chairs. 
Barb was off doing her 
weekly shopping, so | knew 
she wouldn't be around till 
about noon. | lay on my side 
next to Eddie as he sunned 
himself with his eyes closed. 
He wore skimpy swim 
trunks, and that big cock of 
his was sticking up like the 
Matterhorn. 

We talked a bit, and then | 
confessed about the night 
before. | even told him I'd 
fallen asleep dreaming 
about sucking ‘his cock. He 
was shocked, but | told him 
it was just a healthy 
curiosity. When he said - 
nothing else in response, | 
reached over and started to 
rub his leg. When he didn't 
reject my touch, | slid down 
to the ground next to his 
chair and let my hand roam 
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‘There was 


no time to think 
or even savor 
the taste. 

| swallowed 
over and over 
again” 
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across the bulge in his suit. 
His cock hardened instantly, 
growing and growing until it 
filled the entire front of his 
trunks. 

| pulled down the 
waistband and his cock 
sprang free. Being that 
close to another man’s cock 
for the first time was a 
fantastic turn-on. | couldn't 
resist taking it into my 
mouth. As it slid between my 
lios | marveled at the silky 
feel of the head on my lips 
and tongue. My mind raced 
back to the previous night. | 
wanted to remember exactly 
how Barb had sucked his 
cock so | could do it just as 
well. 

| fervently licked his cock 
for several minutes while 
stroking it with my fingers. 
The feel of it throbbing in my 
hands was a real rush. | 
lowered my mouth down on 
it again and gently played 
with his balls. My mouth was 
stretched wide, and with 
each dip of my head | tried 
to get more of his fat, juicy 
length between my hungry 
lips. 

| wanted to prolong the 
pleasure | was getting from 
sucking his cock, but | also 
wanted to taste his come. | 
could feel his legs flexing 
and saw his hands tightly 
clutching the sides of his 
chair. And then it happened: 
my mouth was filled with 
Eddie’s thick come. | 
continued to pump with my 
hands. With every stroke, 
another stream of come 
exploded into my mouth. 
There was no time to think or 
even savor the taste. | 
swallowed over and over 
again. Each blast was 
accompanied by a thrusting 


of his hips and a throb of his 


Cock. | 
After he emptied his balls 
into my mouth, neither of us 
spoke for several minutes. | 
guess we were both 
collecting our thoughts. He 
broke the silence and we 
discussed what happened. 
We both confided that we 


enjoyed the experience, but 
that it should never happen 
again, as he was a married 
man. But during my stay, 
Eddie and | had two more 
sexual encounters. | blew 
him once in the shower and 
once while we were together 
in his car. 

That summer in San 
Diego changed me forever. 
It expanded the world of 


sexual possibilities and 


opened me up to pleasures 
that, until then, |’d only 
fantasized about.—G.D., Prin- 
ceton, New Jersey 


| Didn’t Realize | Was 
Bisexual Until | Learned | 
It the Hard Way 

Steve and | have been | 
roommates for about three 
years. A few weeks ago we 
headed to the local bar to 
have a few beers and scam 
some women. Everything 
was going smoothly. We 
were listening to the all-girl, 
rock-and-roll-oldies band, 
when | hit Steve on the 
shoulder and told him to 
look in the direction | was 
pointing. At a table sat two 
women by themselves, and 
they seemed to be really 
getting into the band. So we 
grabbed a couple of drinks 
and headed over. We 
introduced ourselves and 
they asked us if we wanted 
to join them. 

After a couple of dances 
and some light conversa- 
tion, the band took a break. 
Steve was talking to Pat, 
who, at about five feet six 
inches tall, was a brunette 
with one of the firmest asses 
| have ever seen. Mary was 
also a brunette, about the 
same height but a little 
heavier, with size 34D tits. | 
As we were talking | heard a 
voice say, “Hi guys, where's 
mine?” Steve and | looked 
up to see a beautiful 


_ redhead. She stood about 


six feet tall, with long, fiery 

red hair flowing down to her 
waist, very dark green eyes 
and a pair of tight jeans. To 


top it off, she was the 


drummer for the band. Her 
name was Sue and | was 
instantly in love. 

She sat between Steve 
and me and had a couple of 
beers, then went to play her 
last set. After the bar closed, 
we told the girls we had to 
leave but that we would be 
happy to meet them there 
the next night. 

Well, they showed up the 
next night, just like we'd 
hoped. We partied again 
and, in the weeks that 
followed, became good 
friends. Last weekend we all 
rented a cabin outside 
Boulder. On our second 
night there, everything 
turned wild. And | mean 
wild! 

As it was a little cool we 
started a fire and stayed 
inside, drinking beers and 
playing board games. We 
must have made too big a 
fire, because it got a little too 
warm in there. Steve got up 
and opened the door. | went 
to the cooler in the kitchen 
and got some more brews. | 
was surprised when | turned 
and saw Sue standing there, 
asking me if | needed some 
help. | smiled and made a 
smart-ass remark about 
needing sexual help. She 
laughed, then put her arms 
around my neck and kissed 
me, painting the inside of 
my mouth with her tongue. 
Her tongue must have gone 
down to my nuts! | got an 
instant hard-on. She smiled, 
grabbed the beers and went 
to the main room. 

When | stepped around 
the corner, there sat Mary 
and Pat in nothing but their 
T-shirts, with their arms 
around each other and their 
nipples standing straight 
up. Sue asked where Steve 
was. They said he was in the 
bathroom. She then pulled 
off her shirt, exposing the 
biggest, firmest tits with 
super-dark nipples. She 
stepped out of her shorts 
and, wearing nothing but 
her panties, sucked one of 
her own tits into her mouth. 
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“Ithad 

to be the most 
beautiful 

shank I’d ever 
seen, about 

nine inches long, 
with a bright 
purple head” 


BOY MEETS BOY 


She flicked the nipple with 
her tongue, moaned and 
looked at Mary and Pat and 
asked, “Who else wants 
some?” 

Steve came out just in 
time to see Mary and Pat 
throw their shirts to the floor, 
grab Sue's tits and suck 
them. My dick was so hard | 
could barely get my shorts 
off. Steve and | got naked 
and dove toward the girls. 
We were all nude except for 
Sue, and | was bound and 
determined to get her naked 
too. Mary and Pat loved 
having their pussies fin- 
gered, but every time | 
reached for Sue they would 
push me away. So | figured 
what the hell, then pushed 
Pat to the floor and went 
down on her with a 
vengeance. | was eating her 
beautiful pussy and she was 
loving it. She was moaning 
and thrashing, telling me to 
eat her and for Mary to suck 
Steve. 

Then Sue walked over, 
put her crotch in my face 
and asked me if | wanted to 
suck her as badly as she 
wanted to suck me. | said, 
“Yes!” Pat grabbed my 
hands and told me to close 
my eyes. | did, and felt 


something against my face. 


Pat and Sue told me to open 
my eyes, and when | did | 
got the shock of a lifetime: 
Sue had a séven-inch cock, 


| and it was hard as a 


hammer. If Pat hadn't been 
sucking my cock, | would 
have gone limp. 

Mary walked over and 
said, “You do it like this.” 
She then proceeded to 
engulf the whole thing in her 
mouth. It was amazing that 
the girl | wanted was really a 
guy! Even more amazing, 
while looking at Sue's big 
dick | emptied a tremendous 
spurt of come into Pat's 
mouth. No doubt about it, | 
was excited as hell. 

| looked down and saw 
Steve's cock sticking 
straight up, so | reached for 
it. Meanwhile, Sue, with a 


grin on her face, said, 


| “Well?” Still stroking Steve’s 


joint, | took Sue's cock in my 
mouth and licked it and 
sucked it. It tasted so good. 
Everyone was moaning. Sue 
screamed that she was 
coming, and shot her salty 
load down my throat. | 
swallowed it all, hungry for 
as much as she could give 
me. At about the same time | 
heard Steve, Pat and Mary 
come too. 

There was no end to the 
combinations we tried out 
that night. Sue lay back on 
the floor and feasted on 
Mary’s pussy while Pat 
mounted her cock. We were 
all moaning and screaming. 
My cock was rock hard. My 
hand was still wrapped 
around Steve’s cock. He 
looked at me and said, 
“What the hell!’ and we 
went into a 69 and sucked 
each other off. | was in 
heaven. Mary, Pat and Sue 
came again, and Steve 
shoved his cock all the way 
down my throat and soon 
shot his load. We did it all 
that night, and | loved it! 

Even though she has a 
cock, | am as turned on by 
Sue as I’ve ever been by any 
woman. The four of us are 
living together now and it is 
a total group sex scene. 
Steve and | love to blow 
each other, blow Sue and 
fuck the girls. Mary and Pat 
are beautiful. All of it has 
been really great. Being 
bisexual is fantastic, the 
best of both worlds.—S.L., 
Denver, Colorado 


One Taste of Forbidden 
Fruit and Now 
There’s No Turning Back 
Some months ago | started 
going to an X-rated book- 
store where they sell 
magazines, books and 
videos. They also have the 
video booths for private 
viewing. | have watched 
many a movie, and on num- 
erous occasions have found 
myself quite turned on. 

One particular evening | 


was in a booth watching a 
video. In it, a good-looking 
blonde was sucking a big 
cock. | was getting quite 
excited. | unzipped my 
pants, pulled out my rod 
and was stroking it very 
gently. | was quite hard and 
enjoying the feel of my hand 
as | caressed my heavy bat. 
| was anxious to come, as 
my girlfriend had just left for 
an extended vacation | had 
not had any pussy for over 
two weeks. In fact, this was 
the first time | was jerking off 
since she'd left. 

| had failed to notice that 
about three-fourths of the 
wall between my booth and 
the adjoining one was 
missing. When | first went in 
the booth it was dark, and of 
course | could not see 
much. As my eyes adjusted 
to the light, | noticed the 
missing wall and could not 
help but look into the next 
booth. There was a very 
handsome man of about 
twenty-five, built like a real 
athlete. He was wearing 
shorts, which were down 
around his ankles, as he sat 
on the chair in his booth. He 
didn’t know | was watching 
him—at least he didn't at 
first. He had his cock out 
and was stroking it in his 
hand. It had to be the most 
beautiful shank I'd ever 
seen, about nine inches 
long, with a bright purple 
head and the biggest set of 
balls imaginable. He was 
slowly rubbing the head of 
his cock with his right hand 
as he cupped his balls in his 
left. The head of his cock 
appeared to be about three 
inches around and there 
was a drop of pre-come on 
the tio. His cock was about 
as hard as mine, and | 
noticed he was watching a 
movie in which two guys 
were sucking each other off. 

| got so engrossed in 
watching him through the 
hole in the wall that | didn't 
know he had seen me. 
Suddenly he stood up and 
turned around to face me. 
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‘He put 

his hands on 
each side 

of my head, and 
very quietly 

said that what 

| was doing 

felt great” 


BOY MEEI!s BOY 


When he did, his cock 
almost hit me in the face. 
Before | could react, he 
rubbed his cock across my 
lios. I'd never had anything 
like this happen to me 
before. | had never even 
fantasized about it! | didn't 
know whether to holler, run 
or what. But | found myself 
excited about what was 
happening, and my cock 
was probably harder than it 
had ever been. Building up 
inside me was a very 
strange urge to take this 
man’s meat into my mouth 
and suck it. The fellow must 
have sensed that | was ina 
trance, because he did not 
force anything on me. He 
just sort of let his cockhead 
rest against my cheek. The 
head of his cock was 
tremendous. | really did not 
know what to do. I'd never 
sucked another man’s cock 
before, but that was 
precisely what | wanted to 
do. 

| stuck out the tip of my 
tongue and slowly touched 
the head of his cock. When | 
did, the dick sort of jumped 
once or twice and the guy 
let out a slow moan of 
pleasure. | did not know 
what to do, so | just did what 
felt good to me. His cock 
was so hot and felt so very 
soft, like velvet. | licked all 
around the head of his cock 
and it seemed to get bigger 
and bigger. | ran my tongue 
along the side of his cock, 
all the way down to the 
base, until my nose was in 
his pubic hair. Apparently 
he had recently had a 
shower, because he 
smelled very clean. Grasp- 
ing his cock, | was shocked 
at how great it felt to hold it 
in my hand. Raising it up 
toward his belly, | ran my 
tongue along the vein on the 
underside. Tnat’s when he 
stopped just standing there. 
He put his hands on each 
side of my head, very quietly 
said that what | was doing 
felt great, and asked me not 
to stop. What he didn’t know 


was that | had no intention of 
stopping! 

| slowly took his big cock 
into my mouth. At first | sort 
of gagged on it, but it didn't 
take long to find that | could 
take in almost all of it. | 
gently sucked on the dick as 
| ran my tongue around the 
head. This seemed to really 
excite him and | heard his 
breathing increase. Then | 


pulled it out of my mouth 


and licked it along its length. 
He seemed to be really 
enjoying everything | was 
doing. As | took that 
beautiful cock back into my 
mouth, he slowly began to 
hump my mouth like he was 
fucking it. This was turning 
me on too. | found myself 
wanting him to fuck my 
mouth harder and harder. 
He must have sensed 
what was going through my 
mind, because he grabbed 
me along both sides of my 
head and kept on fucking 
my mouth. | relaxed my jaws 
a little but continued an easy 
sucking motion. As he 
fucked my mouth | realized 
how great it felt to have this 
man’s cock in there. 
Reaching up with my 
hand | grasped his heavy 
balls and began to play with 
them. | could tell he was 
very near coming, because 
his balls were drawn up tight 
and were very swollen. | 
hadn’t thought about the 
possibility of him coming in 
my mouth, but suddenly | 
found myself wanting to 
taste his spunk. He told me, 
“Suck on that cock. I’m 
almost there. Don’t stop 
now. Oh God, that feels so 
good. My God, you give 
great head. Squeeze my 
balls, there’s a big load in 
there for you. And | know 
you want it, don’t you?” 
Suddenly | felt the head of 
his cock swell and his entire 
body begin to shake. | knew 
he was about to come. A 
pulse started at the base of 
his cock and then moved 
toward the head. All at once 
he let out a loud groan and 


his cock shot a huge wad of 
come into my waiting mouth. 
It tasted salty, bitter and 
sweet all at the same time. 
His cock continued to shoot 
jet after jet of his hot jism into 
my mouth. | was unable to 
hold all of it, and some of the 
cream ran out of my mouth 
and onto my chin. | 
continued to suck that big, 
beautiful cock until it 
became soft in my mouth. | 
loved the way it felt to suck 
his cock when it was soft. 
Now | Know why my 
girlfriend likes sucking me 
off while | am asleep and my 
cock is limp. 

Finally he pulled his cock 
from my mouth and slowly 
rubbed the head over my 
face, leaving a come trail all 
over my lips. | leaned over 
and took one of his balls into 
my mouth sucked it. He 
seemed to enjoy this, but 
finally said that he had to 
leave. He thanked me for 
the wonderful blowjob and 
said it was the best head 
he’d ever had. | thanked him 
for letting me suck his big 
prick, and for the big load of 
come. 

Needless to say, this was 
a very strange experience 
for me, but one that | know 
will be repeated again and 
again. | found that | really do 
love sucking cock, and | 
especially love the taste of 
another man’s come. Next 
week will probably find me 
back in the booth of my 
choice, on my knees, 
sucking a nice big cock 
once again. Hopefully there 
will be a big load of hot jism 
to wet my throat.—PP, 
Charleston, South Carolina 


The letters above are from 
men who have enjoyed the 
pleasures of same-sex 
encounters. Is there a similar 
tale in your personal history 
of erotic highs? Then let 
your story be told. Send your 
letters to: Penthouse Let- 
ters, Dept. BB, 1965 
Broadway, New York, New 
York, 10023-5965. 
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Some like it hot, you say? Well, at a 

pate of twenty-four frames 

a second, things are about to get a whole 
lot hotter So, turn out the lights. . . 


his time | got to go to 
a more upscale ad- 
dress. Not some two- 
bit bar to discuss 
smoky innuendo and infi- 
delity over beer, but a 
nice house in Connecticut. 
It's got to be good to get - 
me to cross the state line. 

| even knew the guy. 
James Furwell, son of a not- 
ed business associate of 
the Kennedys. Yes, those 
Kennedys. Furwell’s dad, 
Arthur, knew Joseph, and so 
James and John F. became 
childhood chums. James 
was later made a personal 
assistant to John, and some 
say he even helped with 
speeches. But the best bit, 
the juiciest part for a man like 
myself and all the scandal- 
hungry Americans | serve, was 
that Furwell heloed clean up 
some of John’s messes. 

So when | got a call from 
Furwell—the man himself, not 
an assistant—promising me 
huge up-front money, and ex- 
penses, and the goddamnaest 
bombshell on J.F.K., complete 
with physical proof, and could | 
be there in the next six hours, | 
was out the door before my editor 
could question my judgment. 

The name’s Carter Sams, and | 
write the stories the whole world 
reads and doesn’t believe (or so 
they say to themselves). | write for 
The National Exposé, the fastest 
up-and-coming tabloid rag around. 
We’re even gaining on People. 
What | or the other writers can't 
prove, we fabricate, since it all 
comes out in the wash. | figure for 
every beefed-up story and half-truth 
(never a half-lie; that’s a forbidden 
term in our biz), there are two or 
three untold full-truths. 

The Exposé is different from the 
other rags. We don't publish newspa- 
pers, but rather offer slick magazine 
pages with full color, presenting a 
huge smorgasbord of titillation. | spe- 
cialize in celebrity faux pas and any 
other hint of scandal. It’s a living. We're 
an equal-opportunity muckraker. If a 
sports figure fucks up, we’re there. If a 
star gets a disease or a speeding tick- 
et, we’re there. We have sexy pictures 
alongside government scandals. We 
rip the lid off everything we can find 


Photographs are said to be taken from 
a pre-1948 Marilyn Monroe stag film, 
and were published in the October 1980 
Penthouse as “The Bluest Marilyn.” 
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crawling under America’s proverbial 
rock. That’s what sets us apart, and we 
sell lots of copies. 

Why Furwell had called me instead 
of The New York Times, | didn't know. 
My suspicious mind began to give me 
encouraging signals. | figured, on the 
way to Furwell’s house, that he had 
suspicions of his own and that he 
could count on there being contacts at 
the Times who would be ready to 
squash his revelation. It stands to rea- 
son that the Federal Bureau of Investi- 
gation wouldn’t bother to set up snitch- 
es at the Exposé. At least not yet. We 
would have the chance to run this thing 
and get it on Nightline and Enter- 
tainment Tonight within forty-eight 
hours—if the story was big enough. By 
then, the Exposé in general, and me in 
particular, would be running point on 
this operation. 


S a guy who spends a lot of time 
in cramped editorial offices, 
bars and phone booths where 
the phone book has been 
ripped off, | was reasonably im- 
oressed with Furwell’s house. | must 
admit, it was something to roll up 
that long, lazy driveway, ring the 
doorbell on what was practically a 
mansion and have the door opened 
by Furwell himself. 

James Furwell had always been 
a handsome man. If he hadn't 
been close to Kennedy, he still 
would have gotten nookie. But the 
years had not been gentle with 

Mr. Furwell. The man who opened 

the door was thin, stooped, and 
his mottled, unhealthy skin hung 
loose on his bones. His hands 
shook and his voice was rough 
and labored. Still, | had to admit 
that his eyes held a fierceness, 
and it became evident that his 
mind was still very quick. 

“Mr. James Furwell? I’m Car- 
ter Sams.” | stuck out my hand. 
His jaw shook. 

“Let me see some ID first.” 

| shrugged and pulled out 

my wallet. | showed him my 

driver’s license and my press 
card. 

“They give you one of 
these for the stuff you write?” 
He handed my papers back. 

“News is news. Some of it 
ain’t exactly edifying, but it's 

news if someone wants to 
hear about it.” | paused. 
“Think | could come in?” 

He stood back a little to 
let me through. Before he 
closed the door | saw him 
check the horizon. This 
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made me even more hopeful. Don't 
think too harshly of me for being gleeful 
over an old man’s paranoia, but my 
instincts were screaming, “This could 
be big!” And yet my pragmatic side 
cautioned, “If he hasn't gone loopy.” 

“I’ve let all the help off for the day. | 
don't want them around if something is 
going to happen, and | don't trust them 
enough to be in on this.” 

“And what exactly /s this, 
Furwell’?” 

He smiled and his neck wattles 
shook. “A ten-minute reel of film, Mr. 
Sams. Ten minutes of black-and-white 
film taken with a hand-held camera. A 
camera held by me.” 

My heart began to speed up. This 
was going to be fun. “And what were 
you filming?” 

A smile and a sharp twinkle came to 
his eye. “The last time John F. Ken- 
nedy had sex with Marilyn Monroe.” 

In my business, proof is everything. 
Everybody reads the articles and sees, 
“An insider says... , or “A source 
close to...’ Can you sue us? Well we 
can’t reveal our Sources, so sorry, next 
case. So we get away with quite a lot, 
while our credibility suffers. We have a 
picture, we don't doctor it so you see 
UFO’s or Bigfoot. We don't touch that 
stuff anyway. But you catch a drunken 
star being a floozy on film, and we'll 
pay you nicely for the negatives. 


Mr. 


verybody knows our thirty-fifth 
President had an affair with old 
Norma Jean. It’s part of our 
popular mytholo- 
gy. But nobody’d ev- 
er had absolute look-it- 
in-the-eyes evidence 
that this affair ever re- 
ally occurred. What 
was’ a man’s word 
worth? It might be 
worth a check and it 
might sell some maga- 
zines, but it seldom 
made a fortune and sel- 
dom made history. 
“Hardened newsman 
like yourself, and you 
flinched, my _ boy,’ 
Furwell said. “Your 
mouth’s still hanging 
open, but at least you're 
still on your feet.” He let 
out a dry, rough laugh. 
“Now you're only the sec- 
ond living person who 
Knows about me and my 
camera. Feel honored?” 
| nodded dumbly. 
“AS well you should be. 
And you should also be 
sharp enough to know why 


SEPTEMBER 1991 


| called you instead of some flunky at 
the Times. In fact, we should get this 
show on the road.” He dropped his 
eyes to look at the floor. “They're prob- 
ably listening in right now.” 

“Who?” 

“The FBI. You’re smart enough to 
know this isn’t a matter of national se- 
curity. You’re also smart enough to 
know that this particular piece of film 
history is something the feds would 
love to turn into guitar picks. It doesn't 
look good to have your beloved, tragi- 
cally slain President fucking on film. 
Never happened before John, hasn't 
happened since. In fact the very exis- 
tence of this film would say a lot about 
the character of the idolized President. 
It's a bad penny no matter how you 
look at it.” 

“Why come forward now? If you 
were Kennedy’s friend, why do you 
want this film released to the public?” 

“So you're finally acting like a news- 
man and starting to ask questions. Let's 
go into the library and I'll tell you every- 
thing. And then we'll watch the film.” 

Furwell drew the shades and his spa- 
cious library was enclosed in darkness. 
| heard a click and a small lamp came 
on. Furwell already had a home movie 
screen set up. He moved it in front of 
the window. 

On the long table | was standing 
next to sat a film projector holding an 
ancient-looking reel of film. It looked 
like one of those old loops that we 
were forced to 


look at back in grade school. 

“To answer your first question Mr. 
Sams, | am dying. | have the fabled 
less than a year to live. Lung cancer at 
first, now it’s all through me. Right now 
I'm comfortably high on very expensive 
painkillers. The miracles of modern sci- 
ence—at least you can go out with a 
smile on your face, dying happy.” 


e walked toward me. ‘The reason 
I’m trying to put this film out for 
public consumption is that | really 
don’t care anymore. Me and Jack, 
we were Democrats. Democrats like 
freedom of speech and fucking. This is 
about both.” He looked down again 
and leaned against the table. “You're 
right, Jack was my best friend, and | 
didn't hesitate to helo him with this 
project. In light of what happened, it 
would seem that I’m doing him and 
Marilyn a disservice.” He looked up 
and smiled. “She really was a nice 
lady, you know. Not some smart-ass, 
big-shot Hollywood bitch.” 
His eyes grew distant as he contin- 
ued. “But | don’t think 
she 


would’ve appreciated what | did for 
Jack. You see, there came to be a lot of 
pressure to break off all the womaniz- 
ing, especially with famous women like 
Marilyn. Don’t think too harshly of Jack. 
If you were in his shoes, it would be a 
little difficult to cut off the ladies.” He 
shook his head. “No offense to Jackie, 
but between her and Marilyn...” 

He coughed and went on. “Deep 
down, Jack was a great man. He was 
strong and he believed in a lot of good 
things. He was my friend, but | can say 
honestly that | think he was a great 
President. That makes all of it tragic.” 
He looked hard at me. “Why couldn't 
the asshole who shot at that limp dick 
Reagan have been a better shot?” 

| had to ask. “Did the FBI play any 
role in the deaths of John Kennedy and 
Marilyn Monroe?” 

“Am | Oz the All-Knowing? | can't 
say about Marilyn, as | still have my 
doubts, but no proof. But Jack...” he 
shook his head. ‘““America hates to be- 
lieve in randomness and madness. It’s 
a lot easier to accept if you believe 
your great man was struck down by a 
vast conspiracy. Give us melodrama 
and not senseless tragedy. So to an- 
swer your question: Oswald did it. And 
Ruby? Shit luck. Life’s like that, no mat- 
ter how much we try to deny it.” 

“And the film?” | felt drunk with knowl- 
edge. It is power. 

“Well, like | said, Jack had to cut out 
the women. Marilyn was to be the test 
case.” He gave me another hard look. 
“Don’t you think if you could give up 
Marilyn Monroe, the rest would be 
cake?” 

“Pil bet.” 

“But Jack didn't want to let it go so 
easy. If you had to say goodbye to the 
greatest sex goddess of our time, 
~ wouldn't you want something more 
than fond memories? Now if Marilyn 
had found out, there would have been 


hell to pay. And the only person he - 


could totally trust was me.” 

He walked over to his liquor cabinet 
and took out two glasses. “Bourbon?” 
It sounded like a fine idea to me. While 
he poured, he continued talking. 

“| have to admit that, shameful as it 
was, | was excited.” He finished pour- 
ing the drinks. His hands were shaking 
as he handed me mine. 

“Cheers.” And he drank. 

“There’s a little bit of the voyeur in all 
of us. | don’t think there’s any excep- 
tion. From the dawn of man to The 
National Exposé, people want to see, 
to know. Especially the weird, the sexy, 
the forbidden.” He took another sip. 

“By now we've all seen Marilyn na- 
ked in those famous photographs, but 


not live, not moving. We've never seen 
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her cunt, never seen her sucking a 
cock. | don’t care who it is, if you have 
hardcore footage of any mainstream 
star, it would be worth a lot to people.” 

“Look at Rob Lowe,” | offered. 

“Exactly. Jack had me behind a 
huge two-way mirror installed by me for 
the occasion. Marilyn didn’t mind do- 
ing it in front of a mirror. Everybody has 
at least a little kink, right? So in the 
room where they did it, there was just a 
big plush rug and this mirror. This al- 
lowed me to get really good footage. | 
got everything.” 

“In ten minutes?” 

“Well, | chose my moments. | was 
only going to get the ten minutes worth, 
so | got the best of the encounter. | was 
pretty handy with cameras and stuff. 
And if | hadn’t been, Jack would have 
made damn sure | learned, because | 
was the only guy who could do it.” 


e finished his drink. “Now it’s time 
to see what you have come to see. 
I'll only run it once, then I'll hand it 
over.” He looked suddenly very 
vulnerable. “When you have it, don't 
make any stops. Go straight to your 
office and do what you have to do.” 

“What’s your stake in all this?” 

“| get to rub it in those FBI bastards’ 
faces. Like | said, | still have doubts 
about Marilyn. What a dumb waste. 
Just watch the film and you'll see some 
of that. But always remember, every- 
body fucks. That doesn’t change who 
they are. Jack was still a good man, 
and Marilyn was still a kind girl. Every- 
body has sex. But it makes such a 
goddamn big difference when you're 
not just a regular guy. Hell, nobody’d 
pay to see me have sex with my wife.” 

“It's a tough world.” 

“Bullshit.” He wound the spools until 
the film was tight. “I’m going outside. | 
don’t want to see it. The next time | 
want to see any of it is with little black 
bars over the naughty bits on 60 Min- 
utes. Think you can do that?” 

“Hell yes. Set the VCR for this Sun- 
day at seven.” 

He nodded and | could actually see 
his shoulders lift a little, like some 
weight had been lifted off him. “Good.” 
He pointed to the projector. “Just turn 
this knob to here and watch the fun.” 
He started to leave. 

“What, no popcorn?” | tried to joke. 
But | felt like | was about to jump off a 
high cliff. 

“It’s not that kind of movie, son,” he 
said as he went through the door. | 
heard the lock click. | didn’t care. | was 
alone with destiny. 

| found the switch and the projector 
rattled to life. The sound made me feel 
once again like | was in school. The 


leader even had a countdown. 

Then darkness and a blur. The blur 
began to clear and | saw a closeup of 
John Fitzgerald Kennedy deep-kissing 
Marilyn Monroe. The shot pulled back 
to show Kennedy in his boxers and 
Marilyn in black underwear. 

The scene jumped and next | saw 
Kennedy kneading and sucking the nip- 
ples of those beautiful Monroe breasts. 
| regretted that they hadn’t gotten color 
film somewhere. This was a weird 
scene, but you would have to be cas- 
trated to not appreciate seeing some- 
one touch Marilyn’s breasts. The scene 
jumped. 

Then | saw one of those sights that 
can change your view of life forever. 
Marilyn was on her knees, her naked 
breasts bobbing slightly as she took 
JFK into her mouth. | began to under- 
stand why he needed to womanize. 
With a cock that big, you’d want to do it 
as much as possible in order to whittle 
it down some. And Marilyn, with her 
wide mouth, was doing a bang-up job, 
her lios wrapped tightly around Ken- 
nedy’s massive organ, her fingers pull- 
ing at his balls. She took him deep, but 
not too deep, lest she ruin her lovely 
pipes. 

Marilyn on her knees. She really 
seemed to enjoy it. A good closeup of 
her rubbing his dick over her priceless 
features. Christ in a sidecar. 


he next shot was of Jack’s cock 

between her breasts. She held him 

tight as she rubbed up and down. 

My throat became very dry. The 
scene jumped. 

Like Furwell had said, we'd all seen 
her breasts, her legs. But never her 
pussy. Now before my eyes | saw that 
famous vagina being fingered and lick- 
ed by a President. | leaned on the table 
for support. Who wouldn't pay to put 
their fingers in Julia Roberts’ mouth, to 
give head to Kim Basinger or Winona 
Ryder? And here was... well, you only 
needed the first name: Marilyn. She did 
have a lovely cunt indeed, with a nice 
swollen mound and thick, loose lips. 
The kind of cunt | liked. The scene 
changed. 

Kennedy was behind her, his hands 
on her hips, driving into her. Furwell 
was a fine cameraman. He had a good 
eye. | had to admit also that this thing 
was getting pretty weird for me, like 
some advanced form of voyeuristic ne- 
crophilia. Watching two dead people 
enjoying intercourse. | 

Then | was looking at Marilyn astride 
Kennedy, him squeezing her breasts. 
And | heard aloud combination of nois- 
es outside the door. Shouts, a crash, 
some muffled bumps. | didn't look away. 
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know was there while 
John Kennedy entered 
her from behind? 

They began to hammer 
at the door. | could hear 
the wood splintering. | 
looked at the screen. 

A closeup of Marilyn in 
the throes of what ap- 

peared to be an intense or- 

gasm. They went out with all 

the fireworks. 

Then her sucking him 
again. Light poured in as the 
door gave. On the screen, 
Kennedy ejaculated on one 
of the most famous faces of 
all time. | felt my own semen 

smear my shorts. Not quite as 
prestigious as Marilyn’s face, 
but an orgasm is an orgasm. 

A gun was on my neck as 
the film ran out. Now we could 

make hand puppets. The film 
flapped wildly on the rear 
spool. 

“Don’t move, Mr. Sams. You 
are in big trouble.” A suit turned 
off the projector. 

‘Hey, you guys missed a 
great show.’ | didn’t care that 

they saw my stained pants. One 
Vs of the suits was taking the film off 

the projector. “You gonna kill me 

now?” 

The suit behind me pressed the 
gun tighter against my neck. “Don't 
tempt us.” 

“Fuck you. | can die happy.” 

The suit with the film threw it in 
the fireplace. He soaked it with light- 
er fluid that he’d undoubtedly 
brought along for this mission. He 

flicked in a match and the greatest 
hardcore film of all time began to 
bubble and melt. 

| should have been incredibly de- 
pressed watching the film twist and 

pop in the flames. | should have been 
depressed about losing my greatest 

story and possibly my life. But I'd also 
seen one of the greatest sights a mod- 
ern man could see. I'll bet more than a 
few women might have enjoyed it too. 
They could’ve put the gun right up to 
my temple and pulled the trigger and it 
wouldn't have mattered, because I'd 
watched the whole thing, seen it 
through to the end. 

But | didn't have that elusive proof— 
my lifetime meal ticket was now so 
much blackened slag—so maybe they 
wouldn't have to kill me after all. 

But even if they did, then | could die 
happy with a smile on my face. Furwell 
had been right. You could, unlike Jack 
and Marilyn, die happy. Even if it had 
to be at someone else's hands. 


Then the pounding started. 

“Open up, Mr. Sams! There will be 
trouble if you do not open the door 
immediately!” 

| could hear it in his inflection. Feds. 
| looked at the screen. Now | saw Ken- 
nedy’s backside, his ass pumping be- 
tween those glorious legs. 


guess it was all doomed from the 

start. Whatever Furwell’s motivations 

were, the men im the suits never 

intended for him to get away with 
anything. They'd probably been moni- 
toring him ever since that day in Dallas~ 
Nothing better to do, | guess. What's 
murder compared to ten minutes of 
film’? 

Either way | was fucked. When they 
busted in they'd know I'd seen at least 
some of the film. No way to rewind it 
before the gig was up. And besides, 
they'd have figured that Furwell al- 
ready told me something about the 
content. | guessed if | was up front 
about seeing it then | could avoid 
sitting in a dark room playing good 
cop-bad cop. 

It might've even got me dead 
quicker, but who cared if | died 
quick or slow? Dead is dead, and 
how many people have had a 
chance to see Marilyn Monroe ly- 
ing on her side facing a 
camera she 
didn't 
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t was only the first day |!d been 
working at the Pump Your Own gas 
station—the regulars referred to the 
place as Pump Yourself, which 
seemed to be the managements atti- 
tude toward the franchise—and already 
| had heard more stories about having 
sex in the weirdest ways and places 
than if I'd bought one of those how-to 
manuals and read it cover to cover. 

It’s like that, working at a gas station, 
especially out here on Chicago's south- 
west side, where every bar has a 
sports theme and the usual manner of 
greeting is a head-butt. You talk about 
humping broads, bodily needs and func- 
tions, stroking pussy, and about the 
strokes and pussies that came in for 
gas or cigarettes or Lotto tickets. | 
learned quick that you talked about 
things like this because, one, it passed 
the time; two, you'd always and without 
an exception have something to talk 
about with the other workers; and 
three, its what the goddamned cus- 
tomers all talked about. 

You know the customers I'm talking 
about. Every gas station has its regu- 
lars. They live in the neighborhood or 
work nearby. There was a strip mall 
down Petitt Boulevard, and wed have 
guys saunter over from the pizza joint 
or the video shop. Couple of them 
wouldn’t know a stick shift from their 
own wanker—myself, | don’t drive, so | 
guess | shouldn't complain—yet they d 
come in on their breaks to buy cigs, 
light up and shoot the shit. 

And they’d talk about—what else? 


showing condos out in the burbs to 
“fuppies’ (urban professional women 
so hung up on their careers that they 
were frigid), and he would be gentle- 
manly enough to come down on the 
orice, if they'd do likewise on him. We'd 
nod our heads because it was the po- 
lite thing to do. After the first time | 
heard one of his stories, about a young 
thing who took him on a balcony in full 
view of another agent and potential 
buyer across the way, | told the guy | 
was working with that if we believed 
girls hit on him the way he dressed, 
maybe it was time for me to dredge out 
my senior prom monkey-suit and hit the 
discos again. 

| shouldn't really talk like this and 
give you the idea that | think I'm a stud 
and everybody else is feeble. | was 
only using Poly as an example be- 
cause everyone | know has encoun- 
tered a guy like that somewhere along 
the line. But we also heard quite a few 
stories that | suspected, if not outright 
knew, to be true. The one I’m eventual- 
ly going to tell you is as true as the sky 
out your window. 

But first, when | talk about the guys, 
plural, | mean that there were always 
two of us on shift, three on Saturdays 
and Sundays. Even though it was a 
serve-yourself station, we also had dell 
food and a microwave, chips and soda 
pop—hell, the place was the only one | 
knew of that sold Kayo by the case in 
returnable bottles—and a Lotto ma- 
chine. The Illinois State Lottery has got- 
ten to be a type of religion here, what 


Smokin’ and strokin’. Dealin and 
feelin’. Most of the guys liked to rhyme 
their phrases for getting laid. | guess 
they were weaned on too many reruns 
of Baretta in their formative years. But | 
did hear stories. One guy who worked 
at a real estate office down the block— 
we called him Polly because he still 
wore those polyester suits with the 
white stitching on the lapels—wouid 
regale us with tales of his own special 
way of closing a deal. He'd always be 
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LITTLE BALDYS 


with twenty-two separate drawings a 
week, with the big one on Saturday 
nights. If it wasn’t for the lottery, quite a 
few franchise stations would have 
closed down here long ago. Some 
days are that slow. On those days, the 
stories get weirder and wilder. 
Everybody | worked with had a nick- 
name, things like Steel, Scooter, Chuck- 
les and Little Baldy. For a while | 
thought that last one referred to me— 
I'd seen it written down in the back 


room by the light switches—because | 
am just under thirty and already have a 
receding hairline. Turns out that Little 
Baldy was a guy named Jeffrey. It was 
his place | was taking. He'd been there 
working his way through college, and 
was starting work after Labor Day at a 
CPA firm in the Prudential Building in 
the Loop. But at the time he was to get 
his last-day surprise gift, | didn’t know 
his nickname—which, in retrospect, 
was all the better for me. 
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| found out later on that my nick- 
name was Ouch!, with an exclamation 
point, because | was accident-prone to 
the worst degree. It was why | was 
working at the gas station in the first 
place. | was on convalescent leave 
from my job downtown, having broken 
my writing arm earlier in the year. Most 
of the guys who worked at Pump Your 
Own were around twenty; that was an- 
other reason | thought | was Little Baldy, 
because of my apparent old age. 
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And | am accident-prone, so | didn't 
take offense at the nickname. When | 
was twelve, | was riding my bike and 
the handlebars twisted around, result- 
ing in my left nut getting sucked into 
the uncapped end when the metal 
piece went up my shorts like a scythe. 
That kind of thing never happens to the 
acrobats in the circus. 

Chuckles had a story about a guy 
who'd sued a prostitute. He'd looked 
up an ad in a free weekly paper and 


called a number for a dominatrix. Her 
name was Helga or some such name 
that makes you think of Viking gladiator 
women who wear metal beer steins 
over each breast. It was Fourth of July 
weekend, and the woman came to the 
guy’s condo on Lake Shore Drive. The 
upshot of this guy's lawsuit was that 
after the woman did her thing and 
boxed his clown, she saved his semen 
in a Mason jar she’d brought along. 
Supposedly it was already about a 
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his penile shat and — 
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way | heard her call for Lil Baldy. She 
kind of giggled it out, like Li'l Abner. 
There's a gang in Chicago that sprays 
graffiti like L'il Psycho and Lil Shiv, but 
| wasn't thinking about any of those 
guys right then. 

For the briefest moment | was think- 
ing that, just maybe, she got turned 
around in the dark. | went back and 
turned and the light switch went on and 
there she was, sitting on top of a board 
laid over cinder blocks. Her chin in that 
baby-butt palm. Nibbling on her little 
finger, the colors from her nails and her 
lower lip blending together. 

“I’m Katrina,” she breathed huskily, 
her other fingers busy unbuttoning her 
silver blouse. | don't know how | 
missed that garment on the way in—tt 
was like all the light was sucked into it. 
And her fine, firm breasts put every- 
thing in its proper perspective. 

| did what | thought was the right 
thing: | flicked the switches that locked 
the front door and turned off the 
pumps. Not because | thought | was 
going to get laid, but because | 
thought she had an accomplice and | 
was going to get robbed! Rolled in a 
different way, if you will. Hell, the most 
expensive thing we had besides cash 
was motor oil, but | wasn’t taking any 
chances that the gunmen (whoever 
they might be) wouldn’t confuse my 
boner with a gun of my own. Although 
when it came down to it, | was able to 
draw it out pretty damn quick, if you 
anticipate my thrust. 

Which Katrina certainly did. | finally 
realized what was going on when she 
said she was here to give me my going- 
away present, and that accountants 
made her horny. “Go figure!” she gig- 
gled, and | did as well, even though the 
joke was dumb, if not nonexistent. 

My dick was nodding with approval 
about the whole thing, so | walked up 
to her. She unbuckled my belt and 
yanked my pants down with such a 
flourish my inner thighs almost got fric- 
tion burns. She was sucking me off, her 
tongue maybe tying my pubic hairs in 


ald her that | was Little Baldy. At 
oe would f have said my name 


fee hand. Her fale were long, and 
_ the color of strawberry wine coolers. 
Her lips the same shade. When | hand- 
ed her the key, her palm felt as smooth 
as a baby’s hind end. 

“| am so thirsty!” she breathed. She 
licked the corners of her mouth for 
effect. 

“We sell Kayo,” | babbled, keeping 
_true to form. She didn’t believe me to 


. a total idiot though, because she 
laughed like | had just proposed to her. 
_| bent over to pretend | was restocking 

he cigarettes, all the while keeping my 
eyes on her fatal ass (| repeat that 
e, because, to paraphrase Harry 
‘ma Cub Fan and a butt man). 
re | could say anything, she 
ec ast the deli fridge to the store- 
| cine 6 ee that. 


knots, while letting me almost do the 
same to her own hair while it rested on 
my stomach. | 
Somehow we ended up horizontal. 
Her ass was bobbing up toward the 
box where the Christmas decorations 
were set up (She sucked on my dick, 
hung, by the chimney, with care, | 
_ thought giddily) as her tongue became 
a stiletto point and probed the curve of 
skin between my rod and its baggage, 
then retracted the muscle and had 


both nuts resting on her tongues 
plane. | could feel each one brush the —s 
sides of her mouth, and maybe those Sits 
were her tonsils my dick was greeing  . 
now. _ 
She was running her hands up and _ 
down my rib cage, and | could sense — 

more than feel the swell of her tits 
between my thighs. | wondered if any- 

body had swept the floor that day. lf 

not, her breasts were going to be the _~ 
sexiest dust-bunnies | had ever seen. 

lt was just then that | opened my 
eyes again and saw Little Baldy—the 
real one—staring down at me! | 
thought of a dozen things, including — 
mind control, before | realized that Jef- _ 
frey had a spare key with him all the 
time. 

“What the hell... ?” he said, surpris- 
ingly coherent, considering the scene. 

The girl, Katrina, looked up as well. | 
had to do everything in my power to 
not spray jism all over the floor, or 
myself, the way my dick bounced back 
at me when she released it. | 

“Who are you?” Katrina said, also 
surprisingly coherent. Considering the 
scene. 

Well, things were explained away 
soon enough, my dick wilting in de- 
spair as much as embarrassment. Ka- 
trina offered to do a two-on-one, but | 
declined. “No offense,” | said to Jef- 
frey, like a dork. 

“None taken,” he said, laughing. Con- 
sidering what he'd be getting, |'d have 
laughed too. 

| wondered later if Katrina thought of 
him as sloppy seconds. 

| went back and restocked the ciga- 
rettes until they were done. | was tempt- 
ed to grab one of the skin magazines 
we sold, drop trou and box my ciown 
right there, if | hadn't been afraid some- 
one | knew would come in. Baldy had 
the decency to close the storeroom 
door. Steel showed up around then, so 
it was just as well. | gave him an 
abridged version of what was, uh, go- 
ing down. 
We joked about it later that whole 


When | handed her the key, her palm felt as smooth as a baby’s hind end” | 


week, and Steel said how the only 
thing more embarrassing would have CT 
been if Baldy had thought we were 
being robbed andcalledthe cops. _ 
| said, “Yeah, they would have seen 
me and said, ‘Stick ‘em up!’ Which | 
was.” | 
Steel said, “Yeah, they would have - 
seen Katrina's ta-tas and said, ‘What a 
bust! 7 — 
You always hear lame jokes like thet — 
when you work ata gas station.  —sy 
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A Single Red Rose 

Leads to Three Years 

of Sexual Bliss 

My husband Daniel and | 
eagerly look forward to a 
new issue of Penthouse 
Letters every month. He 
likes to fondle my breasts 
and pussy while | read the 
letters out loud. This usually 
results in a very hot 
lovemaking session. Last 
night, after a particularly 
passionate evening of read- 
ing and fucking, we decided 
to write a letter about our 
first date. 

When Daniel came to 
pick me up for our first date, 
he brought me a single red 
rose. Right away | was 
impressed. We went to a 
Christmas party given by a 
member of his football team. 
The party was a little loud, 
So we decided to go toa 
quiet restaurant so we could 
talk and get to know each 
other. Little did | know just 
how well we would get to 
know each other that night! 

After leaving the restau- 
rant, Daniel took me home. | 
invited him in to see our 
Christmas tree. | turned out 
the lights and plugged in the 
colored lights on the tree. 
We sat on the couch to 
admire the tree. Pretty soon 
we had stopped talking 
about the tree and had 
started kissing and caress- 
ing each other. | had not 
expected much more than a 
good night kiss from Daniel, 
because | had been told 
that he was shy. | was to be 
pleasantly surprised! 

Daniel was having a little 
trouble undoing my belt, so | 
decided to help him out. 
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SERENDIPITY 


After unzipping my pants 
and rubbing my bush, he 
slipped his hand under my 
sweater. He told me that he 
loved my big tits. Then he - 
suggested we move to the 


floor. | told him that | thought | 


we would be more comfort- 
able in my bedroom. 

Breathing heavily, he 
followed me into my 
bedroom, where | put on 
some romantic music and lit 
a candle. Then we quickly 
undressed each other and 
climbed into my queen-size 
bed. 

We kissed and explored 
each other’s body for what 
seemed like hours. We were 
both fully aroused after all 
that wonderful foreplay. 
Daniel got on top of me and 
started lightly kissing my 
neck. He slowly licked my 
breasts and stomach. He 
teasingly licked my thighs - 
until | couldn’t stand it any 
more. As | arched my 
dripping pussy up into his 
face, he started to hungrily 
lick my clit. | was in heaven! 
This guy was fantastic! No 


| one had ever eaten me 


better. | clamped my legs 
around his head as | came 
violently. 

As | tried to recover from 
that fabulous orgasm, 
Daniel lay down next to me 
and told me that his 
rock-hard cock needed to 
be wet. | was happy to 


oblige, and went to work on — 


it with my lips and tongue. | 
licked and sucked him until 
he told me he was close to 
coming. | 

Then he said he wanted 
to feel his cock deep inside 
my wet pussy. He got on top 


of me and thrust his dick into 
my waiting hole. He moved 
in and out of me, slowly at 
first, then faster and faster. 
He told me to talk dirty to 
him. 

| said things like ‘I love to 
feel your cock moving in and 
out of my wet pussy” and “| 
want to feel you shoot all 
your come deep inside me.” 
He soon shot a huge load 
into me and collapsed on 
the bed. 

When he could breathe 
normally again, he told me 
how fantastic | was. He 
confessed that the erotic 
things | said to him sent him 
over the edge—something | 
still do to this day. 

Before we fell into a very 
relaxed sleep, Daniel told 
me that he never wanted to 
leave me. Well, his desire 
came true. Eight months 
after that night we were 
married, and we have been 
sucking and fucking happily 
together for almost three 
years.—H.N., Santa Fe, 
New Mexico P 


An Unblushing Bride-to-Be 
Shares a Fireside Fuck 
with Her Fiance’s Friend 
I'm. writing this letter while a 
very fond memory lingers in 
my head. I’m a young 
female who's engaged to a 
guy named Perry. | consider 
myself outgoing, but by no 
means loose. . 

Recently Mark, a friend of 
Perry’s, came into town to 
visit. Perry and | took our 
vacations so that we could 
all have maximum party 
time. We headed out of town 
to a secluded cabin in the 
mountains. 
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Sexy surprises, 
timely trysts 

and fortuitous 
fornication— 
always expect the 
unexpected 
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One evening, after 
everyone else had gone to 
bed, Mark and | stayed up 
to talk. The fire was 
entrancing that night, and it 
was a little chilly, but | didn't 
feel the cold. Mark looked 
unbelievably attractive and | 
knew what | wanted. 

Before | knew it, my head 
was at his crotch and his 
was at mine. He must have 
known what | wanted too! 
Looking over this man’s 
body, | knew it would be like 
going to Disneyland! My 
mind was going wild! 

My hand plunged into his 
pants like it belonged there. 
| found the tip of his huge 
cock and massaged pre- 
come out the top, rubbing it 


between my fingers. He held . 


me close in his secure grip 
and kissed me tenderly. | 
felt my heart skip a beat, like 
| was in high school! 

Then he let his soft lips 
and wet tongue trail down 
my neck to my breasts, 
where he was greeted by 
firm and erect nipples. He 
gently licked and sucked 
each nipple so precisely— 
he was a real pro, but he 
was all mine. | took his 
rock-hard member into my 
mouth. By this time his penis 
had reached a good eight 
and a half inches—a . 
deep-throater’s dream! 

He moaned and 
squirmed while | sucked 
and licked his shaft. | was 
hot and ready to have every 
inch he would give up. But 
all too soon he shot a thick, 
creamy load all over his 
hairy chest. 

Mark was so warm and 
strong. Before long | 
yearned for him again. He 
whispered that he wanted to 
turn me over and fuck me 
doggie-style. | replied that 
that was my favorite 
position, and willingly rolled 
over and stuck my ass in the 
air. | was so hot and moist 
(as | am now just thinking 
about it). He found my 
love-hole and plunged in 
inch by inch. My whole body 


quivered with excitement 
and anticipation. 

Finally he was as deep as 
he could go and my 
love-hole was filled. As he 
slid in and out of me 
rhythmically, my pussy 
quivered and | came. He 
picked up the rhythm and 
my legs shook as | came 
again. 

| was exhausted. Beads 
of perspiration formed on 
my brow. Then Mark 
reached around me and 
cupped each breast in his 
hands, gently pinching each 
nipple between his fingers 
until we climaxed together. 
We became an exhausted 
mound of flesh in the middle 
of the floor. We kissed a little 
more until cool sleep fell 
upon us. 

Before this experience 
with Mark, | had thought of 
him as a good friend. Now 
he’s very special to me 
because he made me feel 
as if | was very satisfying for 
him. Wherever you are, 
Mark, thank you for an 
incredibly romantic evening 
by that fire. May every visit 
be this memorable.—Name 
and address withheld 


It’s Mary Ann’s Birthday, 
but Her Boyfriend 

Gets All the Presents 

When | was nineteen | dated 
a girl named Mary Ann. She 
was a curvy blonde, about 
five foot two, 33-20-34, with 
a seductive smile that drove 
guys crazy. On Friday and 
Saturday nights we could 
usually be found at the park 
in the backseat of my car, 
stripped from the waist up, 
with Mary Ann dry-humping 
me through her tight jeans. 
Unfortunately, she always 
stopped the action before 


| things went further. 


One year her father 
invited me to join the family 
on a ski trip over the 
Christmas break. | had only 
skied once before and Mary 
Ann's family were fanatics, 
so | was alittle worried 
about how | would do. 


Looking back, | couldn't 
have done much better! 

Mary Ann’s dad Lars, her 
stepmother Maggie, her 
little brother Greg, her older 
sister Tina, and Tina’s 
roommate Penny were 
going to come along. Tina is 
very attractive: five foot ten, 
with blonde hair down to her 
waist and a shapely 
36-23-34 figure. Penny is 
five foot six, about 38D-24- 
36, with long dark hair and 
the most incredible brown 
eyes. They seemed to wink 
every time | looked at her. 

The condo we stayed in 
had four bedrooms: one for 
Lars and Maggie, one for 
Mary Ann, one for Penny 
and Tina and one for Greg 
and me. The day before we 
left, though, Greg was 
caught smoking a joint at 
school. His mother made 
him stay at home, so! gota 
room to myself. 

After two days of skiing, | 
needed a break to let my 
stiff muscles recover. | 
decided to take a day off to 
sleep in and soak in the 
outdoor JacuZZi. 

As | was soaking, Maggie 
came up behind me and 
offered me a hot buttered 
rum. As | looked back over 
my shoulder to take the 
drink, Maggie dropped her 
terrycloth robe to the deck. | 
hadn't paid much attention 
to her while Mary Ann, Tina 
and Penny were around, but 
suddenly | noticed just how 
stunning she was. She had 
short reddish-brown hair, a 
dark tan, and muscular 
thighs leading up to a tight 
ass. Her stomach was flat 
and her breasts large and 
firm, with the nipples, 
hardened by the cold air, 
poking through her bikini 
top. She was only thirty 
years old; her husband was 
forty-five. 

As we sat talking, | 
couldn't help but steal 
glances at her. Beads of 
perspiration rolled down her 
neck and into her cleavage. 
Each time she inhaled, her 
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nipples would become 
visible through her top, then 


disappear again. She was 


driving me crazy! 

We soon got around to 
talking about sex. She 
probed for details about my 
sex life with Mary Ann. When 
| confessed | was still a 
virgin, she offered her 
sympathy. She complained 
that Lars had lost interest 
ever since they were 
married two years earlier. 
“In fact,” she said, “my last 
orgasm was on our 
honeymoon here.” 

Maggie decided it was 
time to start lunch and 
asked me if | would be 
willing to help. | begged off, 
not because | was lazy, but 
because my cock was so 
stiff | didn’t dare get out of 
the hot tub! 

Soon my erection had 
subsided and | helped 
Maggie in the kitchen. The 
others came back to join us. 
They all ate and took off for 
the slopes again. As we 
cleaned up, Maggie 
bumped against me a 
couple of times, and | once 
caught her looking at my 
ass. 

| returned to my room to 
watch a college football 
game on TV. Soon there was 
a light knock and Maggie 
came in. | was sitting there, 
thinking of Maggie and 
stroking my dick through my 
running shorts. | was very 
embarrassed until Maggie 
said, “| hope I’m the cause 
of that,” staring directly at 
my crotch. 

She walked over and sat 
next to me on the bed. 
Without a word:she leaned 
over and kissed me on the 
cheek, then the lips. | 
reached for her breasts 
inside her robe and felt her 
nipples stiffen. 

She stood up quickly and 
almost ran to the door. As | 
began to stammer out an 
apology, she closed the 
door and locked it. Turning 
to face me, she untied her 
robe and dropped it to the 
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floor. Straddling my legs 
and pulling off my T-shirt, 
she whispered, “| want you. 
| need you to take me.” 

| immediately reached 
one hand to her tits, the 
other to her ass, and began 
to slide my hands over her 
skin. | leaned in to suck her 
nipples as she ran her 
fingers through my hair and 
moaned. Then she slid 
back, pulled my shorts 
down and off, and slid her 
mouth over my cock. | had 
never felt anything like the 
sensation of her soft lips and 
wet tongue caressing my 
hard cock. 

My climax was approach- 
ing when she looked up into 
my eyes, dragged her 
fingers down my chest and 
swirled her tongue around 
my cock. | couldn't hold out 
any longer, and exploded 
as she took me deep into 
her throat. 

| was anxious to get my 
first taste of her pussy, and 
she was happy to teach me 
how to please her. She lay 
back as | kissed her on the 
lios, neck and breasts. | 
teased her nipples with my 
tongue, then slid my lips 
across her firm stomach. | 
put my hands underneath 
her ass and began to lick 
the outer lips of her cunt. 
“Oh God, you make me 
hot!” she cried as | began 
delving deeper. Finally | 
began sucking her clitoris. 
“Suck me!” she moaned. 
“Oh God, you're good.” She 
pushed my head deeper 
into her pussy. 

When her orgasm subsid- 
ed she said, “Fuck me now. 
Fuck me good.” | slid up her 
body, stopping to suck her 
nipples and kiss her neck. 
Her hand grabbed my stiff 
cock, rubbing it around her 
pussy lips. “| want you. | 
can't wait any longer,’ she 
gasped. As our lips met 
again, she inserted the head 
of my cock into her cunt. | 
pushed forward, thrusting 
into her hard, as she lifted 
her hips to meet me. Her 


fingers clutched my shoul- 
ders and her legs wrapped 
around me. | Knew | wouldn't 
last long. 

“Oh fuck,” she moaned. 
“Fuck me. Do it hard! 
Faster!” After a few more 
strokes she grabbed my ass 
and pushed her hips up into 
me, screaming, “I’m com- 
ing! Oh please, come with 
me!” | did, pushing deep 
into her. We convulsed 
together, then slowly drifted 
back to earth. 

As we caught our breath, 
| couldn't resist gliding my 
hands over her body. 
“Enough,’’ she said. “We'd 
better get dressed before 
the others get back. We've 
got three more days to enjoy 
each other.’ We put our 
suits on and went back to 
the Jacuzzi, where we 
caressed each other under 
the bubbling water. 

Later that afternoon, the 
ski patrol brought Lars home 
with a torn-up knee, suffered 
when he fell off the chair lift. 
Over the next few days 
Maggie and | were unable to 
find any opportunities for a 
repeat performance. We 
had to settle for some quick 
feels when no one was 
looking. 

On our last night, | 
decided to surprise Mary 
Ann in her room with the 
hope of popping her cherry 
as a birthday present. As | 
sneaked into her room, | had 
to feel my way to avoid 
making any noise. Eventual- 
ly | was able to find my way 
to the bed and pull back the 
down comforter. Slowly | slid 
into bed with her and lay 
down. 

| found bare legs and 
gently felt my way up the 
silky thighs to her firm ass. 
As | began kneading her ass 
she rolled over toward me. | 
bent over and kissed her 
lightly on the lips, then more 


‘intensely as she responded. 


Given our past sexual 
experiences, | wasn't sur- 
prised when she sat up and 
pulled off her nightie. | was 
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“Penny says 
you’re pretty good,’ 
she went on, 

‘and | haven’t had 
a good 

man satisfy me 

in weeks 
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‘ 


thrilled, however, when she 
immediately reached for my 
shorts and pulled them off. 

| was anxious to put 
Maggie's lessons to use, 
and to get her hot before 
she could change her mind. 
| slid down under the covers 
and put my face between 
her thighs. Her legs parted 
as she grabbed my hair and 
pushed my face gently 
toward her pussy. | quickly 
began licking her lips, her 
clit and finally her cunt, then 
pushed a finger into her. 

She groaned at the initial 


contact of my tongue to her | 


pussy, then began whisper- 
ing, ‘That's it, lick me. Eat 
me.” Soon she was moaning 
in orgasm, thrusting her hips 
into my face. While she 
gasped for breath | slowly 
slid up her body, licking and 
caressing my way to her tits. 

As | was about to cup her 
breast in my hand, she 
suddenly rolled over on top 
of me. She took my cock in 
her hand and straddled my 
thighs. My dick touched the 
lios of her pussy and she 
began to lower herself onto 
it. “l want to fuck you,” she 
whispeted. She slid my dick 
all the way into her with one 
stroke. | held her hips as she 
began to move up and 
down on my pole. 

“Oh baby, you feel so 
good!” | said. | reached up 
to her breasts and began 
caressing them. Suddenly | 
knew something was wrong. 

| stopped thrusting as my 
mind searched for an 
answer. Then it came to me. 
This couldn't be Mary 
Ann—her breasts were 
much too large! “Maggie?” | 
asked. 

“No, baby, this isn’t 
Maggie, and it’s not Mary 
Ann, either. Now, in case 
you're wondering who you're 
fucking, I’m Penny,” she 
whispered. “Now fuck me. 
You started it and | want you 
to finish it. | want you to fuck 
me, baby. Fuck me good.” 

My hips were already . 
responding. Who was | to 


argue? Penny was fantastic. 
| soent three hours with her 
fucking and sucking myself 
sore. 

The next morning we 
boarded the flight home. 
After about an hour in the air 
| noticed everyone was 
asleep. | was tired, but 
could not stop thinking 
about Penny ahd Maggie. 
Reminiscing made my dick 


rise, so | headed for the 


bathroom to relieve myself. 

| had a little trouble 
getting the doorlatch to 
catch, and just before | 
could get it Tina pulled it out 
of my hand. She pushed her 
way past me into the 
cramped space and 
snapped at me to lock the 
door. “Penny told me about 
last night. She also told me 
she thinks you screwed my 
stepmother. Are you screw- 
ing my little sister too?” she 
demanded. 

| assured her that | was 
not fucking Mary Ann, and | 
lied and said | had not made 
it with Maggie either. | 
admitted to fucking Penny 
but told her that | thought it 
was Mary Ann, and things 
got out of hand before | 
could stop. 

Tina uncrossed her arms 
and relaxed a little. “Under 
the circumstances, | guess 
it's understandable,” she 
said. “I’ve seen what Penny 
can do to a guy.’ 

Then she really floored 
me. “Penny says you're 
pretty good,’ she went on, 
“and | haven't had a good 
man satisfy me for weeks.” 
She began unbuttoning her 
shirt with her right hand as 
she looked me in the eye 
and asked, ‘You did save 
some for me, didn’t you?” 
She peeled off her shirt and 
reached for mine. 

Soon we were both 
stripped from the waist up 
and | was devouring her tits 
as she sat on the sink. “Are 
my boobs better than little 
sister's?” she asked. 

“Oh yeah,” | admitted as | 


slid my hands under her ass 


and peeled off her panties. 

She hopped down from 
the sink, kissed me and 
whispered in my ear, “| want 
it from behind.” 

| lifted her denim skirt off 
her ass, stood behind her as 
she bent over the sink and 
slid my cock into her. “Oh 
baby, yes! Oh, do it to me. 
Screw me hard!” 

| alternated between 
Squeezing the cheeks of her 
firm ass and reaching 
around to knead her tits. 
She came quickly. 

As she turned around she 
noticed my cock, still 
standing at attention, and 
realized | hadn’t come. She 
dropped to her knees and 
began sucking me Off. | 
stopped her and said, “I’ve 
got to fuck you again. I've 
got to have your tight pussy 
again.” She responded by 
pushing me down on the 
toilet geat, mounting my stiff 
dick and riding me. 

This time | was begging, 
“Oh yeah, baby, that’s it. 
Fuck me. Fuck me! Give it to 
me good!” We both came. 
She looked so beautiful with 
her back and neck arched 
and her mouth wide open in 
a low moan. 

After we dressed, she 
exited first. Unfortunately, 


one of the flight attendants, 


was waiting to use the 
lavatory. She was a bit 
surprised when she slipped 
past Tina and found me in 
there, but she gave me a 
knowing grin. 

When | returned to my 
seat | realized that | still 
hadn’t given Mary Ann her 
present. Maybe it can wait 
until Friday night in the back 
of my car.—Name and 
address withheld 


In Hawaii, a Tourist and 

a Hitchhiker Find Paradise 
in a Parking Garage 

It was a sunny afternoon in 
Waikiki. | had decided to 
take in a matinee before 
going to the beach. As | was 
driving along in my car on 
the busy boulevard, | 
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‘“!could not 
believe this was 
happening 

to me. Imagine 
getting the 
blowjob of my 
life in broad 
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spotted a buxom blonde | 
amazon hitchhiking. She 
was wearing a tank top and 
tiny cutoffs. She had a body 
made for sex. | screeched to 
a halt and she slid in. 

As she sat down | caught 
a glimpse of little curly hairs 
peeking out of her shorts. 
Immediately | felt that 
familiar rush of blood to my 
cock. The sweet aroma of 
suntan oil drifted around the 
car. Luckily for me, | was 
going in the direction she 
wanted. As | drove on, | 
couldn’t keep my eyes from 
wandering over her long, 
golden legs and up to her 
heaving chest. Her more- 
than-ample bosom 
stretched the top she was 
wearing and her glorious 
nipples were protruding 
outrageously. 

After about three minutes 
she asked in a sexy voice, 
“Want to have fun?” 

Gulping hard, | choked 
up a weak reply. “Where?” 

“Find a parking garage,” 
she replied. 

The drivers around me 
must have thought a 
madman was behind the 
wheel as | wove in and out of 
the lanes, looking for my 
gate to heaven. The first 
parking garage | turned into 
was closed. With trembling 
hands and my cock crying 
to get out, | continued with 
my search. 

Moments later, | drove 
into a garage that was open 
and had no parking 
attendant. | raced to the 
third floor, parked, and 
reclined in my seat. | hastily 
removed my shorts, spring- 
ing my member free. She 
leaned over and started to 
nibble my inner thighs. Her 
magic fingers tickled my 


stomach. My amazon queen 


finally reached my hardened 
cock and with a gulp 
engulfed me. She began to 
suck like a vacuum cleaner, 
bobbing her head up and 
down. Her fingers played a 
wicked melody on my balls 
and ass-cheeks. | was in 


sexual heaven. | could not 
believe this was happening 
to me. Imagine getting the 
blowjob of my life in broad 
daylight in a parking 
garage! | knew my climax 
was seconds away. 

Grasping my throbbing 
cock, she looked up at me 
and said in an earthy voice, 
“Let's fuck!” Without a 
moment to spare, | hopped 
in the backseat buck naked. 
She rolled up her tank top 
and out popped two 
luscious melons. They were 
big, ripe, and suckable. She 
then lay down on the seat 
and removed her bottom. 
With her legs spread wide, 
my bulging eyes feasted on 
her hairy bush and her moist 
pussy. 

With all my inhibitions 
flying out the window, | 
lowered my trembling body 
to hers. She grabbed my 
seven inches and inserted 
me. | gasped loudly. Her 
cunt felt like a velvet glove, 
pulling, milking, as | 
pumped furiously. We lock- 
ed in a fierce embrace as 
she sucked on my tongue 
like a lollipop. My hands 
seemed small as | mas- 
saged her breasts. | tore my 
mouth from hers and sucked 
on her rigid nipples like a 
baby. She moaned softly, 
“That feels good.” All the 
while her pussy was doing a 
number on my cock, 
squeezing and gripping. 

With a shout | yelled, “I’m 
coming!” 

She moaned, “Let it go, 
baby. Give it to me.” Like a 
dam bursting, | came and 
came, shooting thick love 
juice into her hot canal. 

Rising from her, | saw the 
end result of our fierce 
lovemaking, a picture forev- 
er framed in-my memory: 
globs of sperm were 
dripping from her love-nest 
and onto the seat. Her 
golden bush was covered 
with white, sticky cock-juice. 

After we dressed, | 
noticed two guys about five 
cars away. They had 


witnessed our wild sexual 
encounter. | gave them a 
sheepish grin. | had no 
strength left. 

When | dropped her off at 
her destination, she got out 
and said, “It was a ball!” | 
watched her sashaying 
down the street, Knowing a 
gallon of my come was still 


in her pussy. | raced home, . 


thinking about my sexual 
fantasy come true. | hadn't 
even gotten her name.— 
Name and adaress withheld 


Statistically Speaking, 

A Comely Coed 

Wrecks the Curve 

As a rule, |’m usually very 
secretive about my personal 
sex life, but this particular 
experience is so unique that 
| felt it would be of interest to 
your readers. I’m a senior at 
a college in North Carolina. 
Almost ready to graduate, 
I'm on my last leg of the 
college trip and want to get 
my final share of the young, 
sexy women that abound on 
this campus. 

Recently, | went out with a 
slender coed, whom I'll call 
Ann. Ann, being from a 
large city in Florida, is not 
very satisfied with the social 
life here at this university. At 
first, | thought the date 
would just be a routine 
evening, which is usual 
during summer school. | 
really didn’t Know Ann that 
well and asked her out on 
the insistence of one of her 
friends. 

It started one hot, balmy 
evening, at a party at one of 
the local fraternity houses, 
of which | am a member. 
Although Ann and | were 
mere acquaintances, this 
evening | often noticed her 
eyes glancing at my crotch 
with a fixed gaze. I, too, was 
becoming more than just a 
little aroused from looking at 
her tight little ass in the 
skintight white tennis shorts 
she had on. This particular 
night she looked extremely 
seductive, since her halter 
top was one size too small 
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and could barely conceal . 
her thrusting mammaries. 

Upon arriving at the party, 
we went to the bar and 
ordered a beer. As she 
leaned forward to take her 
beer from the guy behind 
the bar, | got an open view 
of her silver-dollar-size 
nipples, which were already 
hard and standing out 
through the thin material of 
her halter top like two pencil 
erasers. This sight, as well 
as that of her long, tan legs, 
made my dick harder than 
Chinese arithmetic. Ann 
asked me if | was 
uncomfortable and then 
said we should go outside to 
get some air. 

Once outside, | seated 
myself upon the rail of the 
porch, and she walked over 
to me, her tits level with my 
eyes. Without saying a 
word, she moved in close 
and covered my face with 
her taut orbs. The fragrant 
smell of her perfume, along 
with the salty taste of her 
delicious cleavage, caused 
my cock to rise like a 
thermometer in a pot of 


boiling water. One hot 


breath from me around her 
tits was all it took for her to 
let me know that she meant 
business tonight. She imme- 
diately coaxed my ravenous 
lips to her succulent nipples 
and moaned deliriously as | 
sucked them. After about 
five minutes of this, | 
suddenly remembered that 
we were on the porch and 
suggested that we move 
upstairs to one of the empty 
bedrooms. Readily agree- 
ing, she rubbed my dong 
until | thought it would split 
the inseams of my jeans. 
We rushed to the 
bedroom, and it was all | 
could do to keep from 
tripping as | anxiously 
removed my pants and her 
shorts at the same time. This 
woman was like a wild 
animal that hadn't eaten in a 
month, and the sight of my 
cock caused her to drop to 


her knees immediately and 


begin what turned out to be 
the best blowjob | ever had. 
She sucked my dick and 
balls alternately; but just 
before | was ready to blow 
my wad, there was a knock 
on the door. Stopping 
momentarily, Ann looked 
around and yelled, “Come 
back in forty-five minutes.” 
At the time, | didn’t pay 
much attention to what she 


had said. | couldn’t stand it 


any longer, so | picked her 
up and lay her on the bed. 

| climbed aboard and 
started inching my way into 
her steamy, moist love-nest. 
She was surprisingly tight, 
so | went down on her, 
burrowing my tongue into 
her cavern. After a couple of 
minutes of this action, she 
began squirming and loos- 
ening up. Then, all of a 
sudden, she told me to stop 
for a minute. Getting up, she 
reached for her purse and 
pulled from it a small tape 
measure, pen, and pocket- 
size notepad. “This is for the 
record,” she said as she 
proceeded to measure my 
swollen organ with the tape 
measure, recording the 
length and circumference in 
her notepad. | thought | 
measured about eight inch- 
es in length, but she gave 
me an eight and three- 
quarters. Thumbing through 
six other pages of such 
entries, | noticed a range of 
measurements from four 
and one-half to ten and 
one-quarter, the mean 
being slightly more than six! 
She told me that she was 
majoring in business, with a 
concentration in statistical 
analysis. 

| told her that | wasn't 
particularly interested in 
Statistics at the moment and 
mounted her, driving my 
throbbing pole into her with 
great agility. After twenty 
minutes of continuous mo- 
tion and three orgasms on 
her part, | finally came in 
one long, intense climax. 

Getting up, | went to the 


| bathroom across the hall 


and took a shower, hoping 
to get in on some fresh 
action when | returned. After 
drying off, | started back to 
the room but found that the 
door was locked. Thinking 
that Ann had fallen asleep, | 
woke the house manager 
and borrowed the passkey. 
Entering quietly, | found that 
Al, one of my fraternity 
brothers, had taken up 
where | had left off. 
Suddenly, Ann opened her 
eyes and looked up, and | 
started walking toward 
them. Jumping up, Ann 
yelled, “Leave him alone, or 
you'll never get the chance 
to screw me again.” Well, 
anger overruled reason, and 
| threw my frat brother into 
the hall. Ann hurriedly 
dressed and left, as | 
chased her through the 
house wearing nothing but a 
towel, trying to persuade her 
to stay. 

Well, | didn't get to tag 
Ann anymore, but | do have 
the satisfaction of knowing 
that | was part:of her survey. 
She received an A, although 
she did have to disguise the 
Subject on which she did 
her research.—Name and 
address withheld 


The one you've always 
dreamed about could hap- 
pen anytime. When it 
comes, jump on it. After 
you’ve jumped, tell us about 
it. Send your letters to: 
Penthouse Letters, Dept. S, 
1965 Broadway, New York, 
New York 10023-5965. 
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the very best in adult entertainment.....We've been tee. That means there is no obligation on your part — 
adventurous, brash, innovative and, from time now or ever! You may cancel your membership at 


any time, even if you havent purchased a 
single book or video at all. 


to time, even circumspect in our choice 
and presentation of erotic material. 
But this is our job and we love it! As the 
founder/publisher of PENTHOUSE, 
I'm always looking for new ways to 
enhance the pleasurable experi- 
ences provided by our magazines, 
films and videos. Now | think I've 
found one that you're really 
going to like! 


Best of all, there’s no need to send any 

money with your order. As a Penthouse 

reader, your credit is good enough for us. 
And if you're not completely satisfied with 
any book or video you receive, simply 
return it within ten days, and pay nothing! 


I'M proud to have brought you PENTHOUSE 

for more than two decades, and I’m proud 

to be bringing you what |! think will be the 

most original and intriguing new adult book 
and video club in America. 


I'm delighted to announce the 
creation of the PENTHOUSE 
BOOK & VIDEO SOCIETY, a very 
private book and video club 
that offers you today’s most 
erotic and hard-to-find reaad- 
ing and viewing materials — 
all in good taste and all at 
specially reduced member- 
shio prices. A book and 
video club providing new 
and classic reading and 
viewing for mature, resoon- 
sible adults who are search- 
ing for a font of top-quality, 
explicit materials that other 
clubs and bookstores cannot 
provide. 


Joining is easy — simply fill out the Enroll- 
ment Card below and mail it today. 


The PENTHOUSE BOOK & VIDEO SOCIETY 
— Reading and viewing has never been 
more pleasurable! 


Bob Guccione, Publisher 


P.S. All books, videos, and correspondence 
sent to you will carry only the words BOOK & VIDEO SOCIETY 
on the envelope or package. If the coupon below is missing, 
please send your name, address and signature stating that 
you are over 21 to PO. Box 941, Hicksville, N.Y. 11802-0941. 


I'M so sure you'll be as fasci- 
nated by the PENTHOUSE 
BOOK & VIDEO SOCIETY as 


Approximately every 31/2 weeks, 15 times a year, you'll receive, 
free-of-charge, the PENTHOUSE BOOK & VIDEO SOCIETY colorful 
announcement describing its featured Selection plus a wide vari- 
ety of other books and videos that are being offered as Alternates. 


If you wish to receive the Selection, do nothing! The book or 
video will be shipped to you automatically. lf you want to order 
an Alternate instead of, or in addition to the Selection, or if you 
wish to order nothing at all, simply notify the club by the date 
shown on the form provided, and just slip it into the pre- 
addressed return envelope provided for your convenience. 


To avoid paying postage and handling charges for any of your 
selections, just enclose payment with your order. Books and 

videos not prepaid will be sent along with a postage and han- 
dling fee, in an amount based on your particular order. 


All announcements are mailed fo you so as to give you ample 
time to look them over and make your decision. However, if 
because of delayed mail, you have less than 10 days to decide, 
and if you receive a book or video you did not want fo order, 
simply return it to the PENTHOUSE BOOK & VIDEO SOCIETY at the 
club’s expense. 
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FIND OUT HOW SEXY AND EXCITING A TELEPHONE CALL CAIN BE. 


THE PENTHOUSE SEXUAL TRIVIA GAME 


Test your knowledge and win $50 on the spot. 


900-990-SEXX 


Average length of call - 3 minutes. You must have a touchtone phone 
and be 18 years of age or older to enter. 


THE XAVIERA HOLLANDER HOTLINE WAKE UP WITH A PENTHOUSE PET! 
Get Xaviera's advice on your lovelife and hear Have a Penthouse Pet call your home today: 
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: A First! Talk with Penthouse Readers from around the world. In English or German. 


S O11-599-2888 
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XAVIERA SAYS 


No One Ever Promised You a Rose 
Garden, Says Xaviera 

Over forty years ago | heard the joke 
about the blind man who, passing the 
fish market, tipped his hat and said, 
“Hello, girls.” | wonder if young people 
today would understand the humor in 
that. At the time it made sense. Those 
of us who eat pussy are aware of the 
fishy smell it has, and after a long 
session of finger-fucking, the scent can 
still be on your fingers the next day. 

In a recent column, you mentioned 
that young pussy tastes and smells like 
honey, and | agree with you. It’s proba- 
bly been over twenty years since | ex- 
perienced a fishy-smelling cunt. 

And | guess this raises the question 
of what happened. Did | randomly se- 
lect women years ago who had this 
characteristic, and have | more recent- 
ly encountered those who don’t? Is this 
simply a result of greater attention to 
personal care and cleanliness? Or has 
there, perhaps, been an evolutionary 
phenomenon in which that particular 
smell has gradually disappeared?— 
E.K. 


Are you complaining? Recently | was 
vacationing on an island with my lover. 
One evening at a party we met a charm- 
ing and attractive lesbian who invited 
us back to her house afterward for 
coffee and a joint. The area was suffer- 
ing from a severe drought at the time. 
However, while she was making the 
coffee it started raining. My boyfriend, 
who is addicted to classical music, 
found some Vivaldi in her record col- 
lection and put it on the stereo. The girl 
asked him if she could “borrow” me for 
fifteen minutes or so, and invited him to 
watch or participate. He declined the 
invitation, saying that after hearing noth- 


ing but reggae for three weeks he pre- | 


ferred to listen to Vivaldi and the rain! 
He told us to go ahead and do what we 
pleased. | 

| wanted to wash up before we went 
at it, but when | turned on the tap, 
nothing came out. However, in the bath- 
room | found a large bottle of water, 
obviously an emergency supply. | 
washed by pussy as | usually do. 

When | started to suck my friend's 
clitoris | discovered that she had a 
definitely gamy fragrance. Since we 
were both slightly high and excited, | 
licked my way through it, and we both 
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enjoyed our lovemaking. 

Afterward she asked me if | wanted 
to wash up. | told her, a little sarcasti- 
cally, that | normally wash before sex. 
So if you're searching for smelly puss- 
ies, go to drought-stricken areas. The 
present-day popularity of oral sex, not 
to mention twentieth-century advances 
in plumbing, have cleaned up our sex 
act. In the United States | think there is 
a tendency to exaggerate hygiene. 
With vaginal deodorants, scented 
sprays and douches, American pussy 
seems to have lost its natural flavor. 


Tormenting Words From a Past Lover 
Cast a Pall Over Love Life 
| have a problem that I’m sure isn't 
unique, but | don’t know what to do 
about it. I’m in my early twenties and 
have been recently divorced. | have a 
boyfriend who is terrific in every way. 
My problem us that my previous mar- 
riage has left me with a few hang-ups. 

My ex-husband and | were married 
for three and a half years. During the 
last two and a half years of the mar- 
riage, | caught my husband cheating 
about six times. He blamed his prob- 
lem on me, saying that | couldn't satisfy 
him, and that | was ugly and inexperi- 
enced. | was stupid enough to accept 
this, and so | tried harder to please 
him. He just kept on insulting me. We 
have been divorced for more than a 
year. | 

My boyfriend is very loving, gentle 
and sincere. He is great in bed, but | 
still can’t relax enough to reach a cli- 
max. | have been with him for several 
months, and | have only reached or- 
gasm three times. 

| haven't told my boyfriend about my 
problem because | don’t want him to 
think that it's because of him. He con- 
stantly gives me compliments, and is 
always telling me how much | please 
him, but | still have a hard time coming. 
Could you please help me? Do you 
have any suggestions to help me get 
over this?—C.K. 


You have a very real problem. Your 
inferiority complex or feelings of inade- 
Quacy are caused by your ex-hus- 
band’s brainwashing. | am sure he did 
what he did to cover his infidelity. 

You are obviously a very sensitive 
person who is easily affected by what 
people say. | know a very attractive 


If you're going 

to do it, do it right! Take a 
few tips from the 

woman whose business has 


always been pleasure 
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lrish girl who became anorexic simply 
because a man she fancied told her 
she was fat and ugly. Her own boy- 
friend had a hell of a job trying to make 
her eat, and she almost starved herself 
to death. Even though he constantly 
told her she was getting far too skinny, 
the damage had been done. 

Luckily, you seem to have found a 
kind and sympathetic boyfriend. As you 
have managed several orgasms in his 
hands (or mouth or via his cock), you 
are on your way to solving your own 
problem. 


Stud Is Ready and Willing, 

but Unable 

| am twenty years old and have had a 
very healthy sex life for a person my 
age. Lately I’ve had a dire problem 
with my cock that prevents sexual en- 
joyment. The first time it happened | 
was at a friend’s party. | noticed this 
extremely voluptuous blonde making 
eye contact with me. | wasted no time 
going over and introducing myself. | 
had barely blurted out my name when 
she grabbed my hand and led me 
upstairs to a bedroom. 

We began pulling off our clothes. | 
was fully erect by the time we were 
nude. | got down on my knees and 
began feasting on her juicy cunt. She 
started moaning and swaying as my 
tongue swabbed her clit, and she had 
to hold me by the hair for support. Then 
my blonde lover moved away from me 
and lay down on the floor. She brought 
my face to her pussy, and | began 
lapping away until | couldn't stand it 
anymore. Then, just as | was about to 
plunge inside her box, my throbbing 
tower of manhood shriveled down to a 
stump. ) 

What an ego-shattering experience, 
Xaviera. Every time I’ve tried to have 
sex since then, the same thing hap- 
pens. Should | just wait it out and hope 
it will pass? —G.W. 


Women complain about the old wham- 
bam-thank-you-ma'am syndrome, and 
it could be that you don’t like it much 
either. | have nothing against recrea- 
tional sex, having partaken of its pleas- 
ures more than once, but it could be 
that sex in the fast lane isn't for you. 
You may need more emotional in- 
volvement to keep your cock attentive. 
Would you have had the same problem 
with a woman you loved or cared 
about, or at least knew? Probably not. 


On His Way to Chow, a Young Sailor 
Flies the Friendly Skies 

| am a nineteen-year-old male serving 
in the United States Navy. | am six feet 
tall and weigh one hundred and eighty- 


five pounds. I’m a former state champi- 
on in highschool wrestling and in the 
state power-lifting Competition in my 
home state. I’m presently stationed at 
an air force base for my naval intelli- 
gence training. 

One morning the strangest thing hap- 
pened to me. | was on my way to chow 
when | met up with a beautiful woman 
who’s serving in the air force. We start- 
ed talking, and she told me she knew a 
shortcut to the chow hall. It was 
through a group of buildings the air 
force is remodeling. We took the short- 
cut. She stopped while we were walk- 
ing through one of the buildings and 
turned and kissed me. 

| hadn’t been with a woman in five 
months, so | had an instant erection. | 
felt her hand touch the bulge in my 
pants. She began gently rubbing my 
rock-hard cock. The friction and her 
kisses were soon driving me crazy. 

| wanted her right.then and there. 
Before | had a chance to ask what was 
happening, she was on her knees giv- 
ing me one of the best blowjobs I've 
ever had. | quickly exploded in her 
mouth. She swallowed every ounce and 
continued to suck like mad. | nearly 
passed out. Five months without a wom- 
an is along time. 

This girl really blew my mind. | was 
going to bluntly ask her to fuck, but 
before the words were formed, she 
said, “| want to fuck you!”’ | just nodded 
yes and started undoing her blouse. | 
was in dreamland—|! was naked before 
| even knew she was undressing me. 

Once we were both nude, | laid her 
down and started licking and, kissing 
her thighs. She moaned with pleasure. 
Then | found her clit with my tongue. | 
teased and sucked it. She climaxed 
with a loud cry. 

| was good and ready to fuck, so | 
started to mount her. Then, quite sud- 
denly, she moved away. She didn't 
want me on top. She wanted to be the 
aggressor, sne said. 

So | lay down on my back, allowing 
her to get on top of me. She rode me 
like wild, and | soon shot my load deep 
inside her hungry pussy. Then | eased 
her off of me and started being the 
aggressor myself. 

Xaviera, she wants to see me again. 
| have one problem: in a few months 
I’m going to be married to a girl from 
back home whom | love very much. 
Still, | would love to have several more 
unrestrained, passionate encounters 
with this young lady. What should | 
do?— TM. 


Your confusion is shared by most of 
the men | have met. “/ love my wife,” 
they say. “Il don’t want to hurt her, but | 
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desperately want to fuck someone 
else.” In the case of these men, the 
other woman Is usually me, and unless 
the wife is a friend of mine (and some- 
times even then), | go ahead and let 
them do it. The husband is invariably 
returned in good condition, sometimes 
a little more experienced, and often the 
better for having shed a few of his 
hang-ups. 

A good reason for getting married is 
to have your own home, settle down in 
it with your woman, and raise a family. 
The key words are “settle down.” Ask 
yourself if you are ready for that, and 
the answer will be no. 

Have several passionate encounters 
with your beautiful air woman and any- 
one else you chance to meet. When 
you get home to your fiancée, tell her 
all about it. If she won't accept it, she’s 
not the girl for you. A champion wres- 
tler who is also a sailor will have so 
many opportunities to get laid while 
away from home, that his woman will 
have to get used to the idea. If you tie 
yourself down at nineteen, you are go- 
ing to miss out on a hell of a lot of fun 
over the next few years. 


Young Couple Want Their Failed Sex 
Life to Sizzle Once Again 

I’m nineteen, and my boyfriend is twen- 
ty-one. We've been living together for 
about ten months. For the last six 
months our sex life has been pretty 
blah. He says | never get him excited 
anymore. I’ve tried everything, but noth- 
ing has helped. 

He loves it when | give him head. 
The only probelm is that | get bored 
giving him blowjobs all the time. And | 
don't think it’s fair that | suck him off 
when he hardly ever eats me out. That 
really gets me down because | love to 
be eaten! 

Dan; my boyfriend, is the first guy 
who brought me to orgasm, and | feel | 
owe him much for it. But it's been a 
long time since he has, and I’m think- 
ing of maybe looking for another man. 
But | really don’t know if | could, be- 
cause | love Dan very much and don’t 
want to lose him. I’ve tried to explain it 
to him, but he makes it seem as though 
i's always my fault. My body isn’t the 
best, but it’s okay. | weigh one hundred 
and twenty-five pounds and am five 
feet six inches tall. My measurements 
are 36-25-35. Dan is five foot nine and 
weighs around one hundred and eighty 
pounds. 

At one time we had a very satisfac- 
tory love life, but now, because of argu- 
ments about our sex life, we've been 
so stressed out that neither of us has 
any idea as to what to do about our 
problem. Can you please tell me of 
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some way to get the fire back into our 
troubled relationship?—P.L. 


If you have a vintage boyfriend whose 
sterling qualities have been tried and 
tested over the years, it is Qefinitely 
worthwhile to try to recondition your 
relationship. You should both sit down 
and find out what it is about each of 
you that irritates or bores the other. 
Unless both of you are prepared to 
make an effort, it is not going to work. 

You're only nineteen. You are too 
young to resign yourself to the bore- 
dom of an unsatisfactory relationship. 
If the sexual excitement wore off after 
only four months, maybe it’s time for a 
change. You should have no trouble 
finding a new boyfriend who likes to 
eat pussy. 


Can an Orgasm Be Not Intense 
Enough? 

| am a twenty-three-year-old female. | 
have been living with my boyfriend Mitch- 
ell for a year and have known him for 
two. | lived with a guy two and a half 
years before | met Mitchell. Mitchell 
really changed my attitude about sex. 

When we went on our first date, he 
was all over me. | wouldn't let him 
screw me, so he said, ‘Just let me eat 
your pussy.” Before | knew it, he was 
between my legs, sniffing my pussy 
through my panty hose. There was a 
mirror in front of me, and in it | could 
see his huge muscular arms wrapped 
around me. Then, in seconds, his 
hands had my panty hose down, and 
his hot, wet tongue was caressing my 
pussy. My head was spinning. It was 
an incredible feeling. 

Recently he’s been asking why | 
don’t come often. The only way | can 
come is if he penetrates me, and even 
then | still don’t lose much fluid. The 
orgasms feel great. | just don’t drip 
much. Why is this, and what can | do to 
come more?—PR. 


For a sex buff, your boyfriend is not 
very well informed. In the simplest 
terms, a man’s orgasm consists of a 
series of involuntary muscular contrac- 
tions, causing the ejaculation of semi- 
nal fluid from his penis. This fluid is 
commonly referred to as “come.” 

The act of ejaculation or having an 
orgasm is also called “coming,” and is 
used for women’s orgasms as well. A 
woman's orgasm, however, is different 
from a man's. As the sexual excitement 


increases, €2 woman's vagina secretes 


a special lubricating fluid. This fluid 
Slightly resembles sperm in appear- 
ance, but secretion of it will happen 
before orgasm or without orgasm. 

A girlfriend of mine tells me that some- 
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Today, people are interested in improving 
the quality of their lives. ..and exploring their 
own sensuality with options from the Xandria 
Collection. Sexual devices can provide a new 
and entirely positive source of pleasure. 

The most important aspect of satisfaction is 
trust. Trust us...thoughtful consideration 
goes into each product in the catalogue. Qual- 
ity, value, and sensual appeal are all important 
elements, as are you, the customer. 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

It is a very, very special collection of sensual 
devices. It includes the finest and most effec- 
tive products available from around the world. 
Products that can open new doors to pleasure 
(perhaps many you never knew existed!). 

Our products range from the simple to the 
delightfully complex. They are designed for 
both the timid and the bold. For anyone who's 
ever wished there could be something more 
to their sensual pleasure. 

The Xandria Collection has a unique three- 
way guarantee. 


First, we guarantee your privacy. 

Everything we ship is plainly packaged and 
securely wrapped, with no clue to its contents 
from the outside. All transactions are strictly 
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Second, we guarantee your satisfaction. 
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Third, we guarantee that the product you 
choose will keep giving you pleasure... . 

Should it malfunction, simply return it to 
us for a replacement. 

The Xandria Gold Collection. ..a tribute to 
closeness and communication. Celebrate the 
possibilities for pleasure we each have within 
us. If you're prepared to intensify your own 
pleasure, then send for the Xandria Collection 
Gold Edition Catalogue. It is priced at just 
four dollars which is applied in full to your 
first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing to 
lose. And an entirely new world of enjoyment 
to gain. 

The Xandria Collection, Dept. LE0991 

P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131 


Please send'me, by first class mail, my copy of the 
Xandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue. Enclosed is 
my check or money order for four dollars which will be 
applied towards my first purchase. ($4 U.S., $5 CAN., 
£3 U.K.) 


Name 
Address 
City 
State 
Iam an adult over 21 years of age: 


Zip 


(signature required) 


Xandria, 874 Dubuque Ave., South San Francisco 94080. 
Void where prohibited by law. 
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times when she orgasms, she produces 
a quantity of liquid. The first time it 
happened to her she thought she had 
pissed in the bed. Finally she discov- 
ered that she was actually ejaculating. 
But—and this is a big but—this seems 
to be very rare. In the cases where a 
woman does not lubricate sufficiently, 
there are various products on the mar- 
ket that can be used to make things 
run more smoothly. 

For oral sex, everything from straw- 
berry jam to chocolate mousse can be 
used. These tend to leave traces on 
the sheets. Good old-fashioned saliva 
is still one of the easiest lubricants to 
come by. 


lam a twenty-five-year-old woman who 
has been having sex quite regularly for 
about eight years, in which time | have 
never had an orgasm. Quite frankly, it 
is just about driving me crazy! 

My boyfriend and | have fantastic 
sex but, while it pleases me greatly, | 
am never really satisfied. We are very 
versatile and try different positions all 
the time, but none of them has brought 
me to orgasm. Sometimes | feel like | 
am coming very, very close, but either 
| get tired or my boyfriend comes and 
has to stop. 

| have never tried a vibrator, but I’m 
Curious to know if one would help. Are 
there any types that are particularly 
stimulating? My boyfriend is sympa- 
thetic and has tried to arouse me by 
rubbing and tickling my clit, but it 
drives me so crazy that | have to ask 
him to stop. 

I'm too shy to go to a doctor. | don't 
want to hear that many women don't 
feel their orgasms and that | am per- 
fectly normal—! know that | have never 
actually had one. 

This is something that | have put up 
with, but it really bothers me. My boy- 
friend tells me that my clit is surrounded 
by a lot of skin and is difficult to find. 
Could this be the problem? If you could 
explain this all to me and give me some 
corrective suggestions, | would appre- 
ciate it very much.—H.W. 


In most cases, when a woman Is un- 
able to experience orgasm, the reason 
is psychological rather than physical. 
The fact that you are too shy to visit a 
doctor, and have already decided in 
your own mind what the doctor would 
say, shows that you probably have 
some kind of hang-up about sex in 
general. 

Don’t worry about it. The problem 
can almost certainly be solved. People 
used to talk about “clitoral orgasm,” 
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“vaginal orgasm,” and so forth, but it is 
now generally accepted that an or- 
gasm is an orgasm. So | think it Is 
unlikely that there is anything wrong 
with your Clitoris. 

What is more likely is that as you 
start lovemaking, your clitoris is Super- 
sensitive but still dry, and to rub and 
tickle it at this stage may be irritating or 
even painful. When a woman becomes 
sexually aroused, the walls of the vagi- 
na secrete fluid as a lubricant for the 
sex act. In some cases this lubricant is 
slow to come or small in quantity. But 
you can use K-Y Jelly or Vaseline as a 
lubricant. 

Sometimes a woman has a subcon- 
scious fear of pregnancy, which will 
also make it hard for her to have an 
orgasm. A vibrator may help you, but 
your boyfriend's tongue Is probably bet- 
ter than a mechanical device. 

You do not mention oral sex in your 
letter, but one of the treatments for 
orgasmic failure is for the couple to 
practice total physical intimacy without 
penetration. Another standard proce- 
dure is for the woman to learn to stimu- 
late herself. Find out what turns you on 
mentally, like reading sexual literature, 
watching X-rated videos or playing 
with your lover's cock, and then manu- 
ally stimulate yourself. Learn to mastur- 
bate, either alone or in the company of 
your boyfriend. Many women are able 
to achieve orgasm first this way, and 
can then show their lovers what to do. 


| am a married man, forty-one years 
old, currently involved with a young 
woman who Is twenty years old. | know 
this probably sounds like a typical sto- 
ry to you, but mine is a bit more compli- 
cated than most. 

My marriage really began to come 
apart about two years ago. Since then, 
my wife and | have not had sex togeth- 
er. We have no children, but our fami- 
lies insisted we stay together. | met my 
girlfriend, Julie, about six months after 
my marriage cooled. Julie is everything 
aman could dream of. She's slender, 
blonde and shapely, with long, beauti- 
ful legs and a 36D bust that doesn't 
need a bra to make it stand out nice 
and firm. She’s not only good-looking, 
but also as horny as can be. 

She lives one block away from our 
house. Once or twice a week I'll skip 
lunch and leave work an hour early so | 
can ball Julie before going on home. 
We also manage to get together now 
and then on weekends, and at other 
times. She loves sex. Also, she has 
three girlfriends who love sex as much 
as she does, and she doesn’t mind if | 
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get it on with them. | was surprised at 
that. But she doesn’t get jealous. | 
have had more sex in the last year than 
| have had in almost twenty years of 
marriage. Sometimes we have three- 
somes, and Julie asked if | would like 
to make it with all four of them on my 
birthday. This has got to be the closest 
thing to heaven on earth. 

My marriage is a lost Cause, and 
now we have gotten serious about a 
divorce. Our families now seem to be 
able to accept it. The problem is Julie. 
| have thought about moving in with 
her, and even had some thoughts 
about marriage. She doesn’t seem too 
keen about the idea. | think she sees 
other men, but | have not said anything 
about it because | have no reason to 
regard her as my own. | like her, and 
we have good sex together, but | am 
beginning to suspect that she might 
not like me so much if | were single 
again. That sounds odd, but after a lot 
of thought | have concluded that such 
is the case. 

| am even thinking of staying mar- 
ried for the sake of my relationship with 
Julie. Will our relationship survive if | 
end my marriage?—J.L. 


The bachelor male who dates a differ- 
ent girl every night and finally, reluc- 
tantly, is “caught” and persuaded into 
matrimony, is and always has been a 
typical and respected figure in our so- 
ciety. The female equivalent, however— 
the single girl who treasures her free- 
dom equally and likes to date a /ot of 
different men—is still slightly suspect. 

Despite the movements for sexual 
equality, men still seem to think that all 
every woman wants is to exchange this 
ideal state of freedom for the chance to 
become a devoted slave to one man: 
to cook his breakfast, mix his martinis 
and keep his house neat, till death or 
divorce do them part. Of course there 
are women who want to get married, 
but there are many who dontt, and it 
sounds like your Julie is one of them. 
As it seems that marriage to you means 
that every decision made by you and 
your wife is subject to an overriding 
vote from the committee of your joint 
families, | think she is making the right 
choice. 

| would suggest that before you con- 
template rushing into marriage with Ju- 
lie or anyone else, you stand back and 
take a good look at your wife and your 
marriage, and try to figure out why it 
went rotten. Remember, it takes two 
people to get divorced. Julie may not 
mind whether you are married or sin- 
gle, but if you start proposing to her 
every time you see her, she may well 
be scared off. 
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Couple Learns the Ropes 
and Discovers Bondage 
Opens Many Doors 

| am nineteen years old and 
married to a marine. My 
husband and | have a 
wonderful sex life. We keep 
it that way by purchasing 
your magazine every month 
and reading aloud from it. 

Two days ago we bought 
the latest issue of Penthouse 
Letters. A letter concerning 
domination and discipline 
really revved my engine. | 
mentioned this to my 
husband, and he told me 
that he’d love to have me as 
a sex Slave. 

He attached hooks to the 
doorway and made me strip. 
Then he tied me spread- 
eagle in the doorway. He 
greased my anus and 
proceeded to insert a dildo 
into my ass. At first it hurt, 
but then it really started to 
feel good. Next Carl rubbed 
my pussy with a leather 
thong. While he did that, he 
whispered in my ear things 
he wanted to do to me. That 
really got me hot, and | soon 
came so much | was 
dripping onto the floor. 

Carl freed me from the 
hooks and had me lay on 
the bed. He tied my hands 
to the headboard and 
blindfolded me. Then he 
stuck a vibrator in my pussy 
and went to a local bar for a 
drink. He left me that way for 
the longest time. | almost 
passed out from the 
pleasure of having the 
vibrator endlessly buzzing 
inside me. 

My master is on his way 
home now, and doesn't 
Know | am writing this letter. 
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| have to prepare myself for 
what Carl has in store for me 
today. | hope this letter gets 
printed and he reads it. | 
dearly love being his 
slave.—Name and address 
withheld 


A College Man 

Learns Why Breaking Up 
Is Hard to Do 

Barbie was a gorgeous 
brunette in my college math 
class. After weeks of staring 
at her long, slender legs, 
beautiful ass and firm, 
medium-sized breasts, | 
mustered up enough cour- 
age to ask her out. To my 
surprise, she said yes. She 
told me that she had been 
hoping that | would ask her 
for a date, but had almost 
given up on me. 

| met her at an Italian 
restaurant that evening. 
Dinner went pretty well. We. 
had a rather animated 
conversation during our 
meal, and she really opened 
up to me. 

It started getting late, and 
| had an early class the next 
day. | decided to take her 
home right after dinner 
instead of going to the 
nightclub as | had originally 
planned. 

She lived in a rental 
trailer. Wnen we arrived, she 
insisted | come in for a drink. 
She was so seductive, | 
couldn't resist. Inside, we 
had some whiskey. She 
went into her bedroom to 
change clothes, and re- 
turned wearing sexy linge- 
rie. | took one look at her 
and my pecker became as 
stiff as a board. She didn't 
fool around. She unzipped 


me and gave my throbbing 
tool a tongue-bath !'ll never 
forget. Then she jammed my 
cock all the way down her 
throat. | pulled away after a 
little while so we could 
undress. | placed my face 
between her thighs to 
sample her luscious snatch. 

| fucked her in the 
missionary position, then 
doggie-style, then with her 
leaning over a chair. She 
came several times. When | 
finally came, | pulled my 
cock out so my creamy jism 
would splash all over her 
shapely back. 

We had another drink, 
then smoked a joint. After 
we were nice and mellow, 
Barbie went down on me 
again. Then she poured 
baby oil onto her hands and 
started stroking my cock. It 
felt great. “How about | put 
some oil on you too?” | 
asked. 

My lady stood before me. 
| had her remove her heels, 
stockings and garter belt, 
then | squirted the oil all over 
her body. When she was 
nice and slippery, she 
turned around, dropped to 
her knees and spread open 
her cheeks. | took this as an 
invitation to plunge deep 
into her back door. | lubed 
her up with some oil and 
proceeded to plow her. The 
sensation was incredible. 
She orgasmed. immediately, 
and the tightness brought 
me to the brink within 
minutes. Sensing | was 
about to come, Barbie rolled 
over and asked me to fuck 
her tits. | quickly mounted 
her chest. Seconds later | 
spewed my load onto her 
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DOMINATION & DISCIPLINE 


SS ara 


READING AROUND 


_ Freshman Follies 
-Outweek magazine re- 
ported some results of a 


survey of incoming fresh- 
/ men, conducted by the ~ 


American Council on 
Education and the 
University of California/ 
Los Angeles. 

Forty-four percent feel 
that “it is important to 
have laws prohibiting 
homosexual relation- 
ships”; sixty-six percent 
say that “the best way to 
control AIDS is through 


widespread, mandatory — 


testing’; twenty-five per- 
cent feel that “married 
women’s activities are 
best confined:to the 
home.” 

“Breaking with their 
counterparts of previous 
decades,’ says Out- 


week, “only nineteen 
percent believe mari- 
juana use should be 
legal.” If they re among 
the twenty-one percent 
who said that “racial dis- 
crimination is no longer a 
problem in America,” — 
they might need some- 
thing stronger. 

Sixty-five percent said 
that ‘abortion should be 
| legal.” Brown University 


president Vartan Gregor-. 


ian told Rolling Stone, 
“Students are self- 
centered, even though 
they're idealistic.” That 
explains it. 
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face. She caught most of it 
in her mouth. 

We lay on the bed and 
rested. | left her a couple of 
hours later. She was naked 
and sound asleep. 

We saw each other a few 
times, then | realized we 
weren't compatible. | told 
her one night that | felt we 
should cool it. She really 
blew up at me. She called 
me a fucking asshole and 
said she was sick of being 
used by men like me. She 
finished by saying that | 
hadn't seen the last of her, 
and I'd get mine. Upset as | 
was, | tried to get her out of 


| my mind. | was sure that | 


had done the right thing. 

Ten days later, on the last 
day of the winter session, | 
received a note from my 
adviser asking me to meet 
him after my last final. | 
walked through the desert- 
ed hallways. When | 
reached his office, | saw a 
note addressed to me taped 
to the door. As | stopped to 
read it, someone snuck up 
behind me and pulled a 
large leather purse over my 
head. | was dragged down 
the hall, out the door and 
into the back of a van. My 
hands and ankles were 
quickly bound, and the van 
started moving. 

| quickly discerned that 
there were three women 
attending to me in the van, 
not including the driver. One 
voice | identified as 
Barbie’s. The other two | 
didn’t know. My clothes 
were cut from my body. 
Within minutes | was 
completely naked, a dildo 
taped into my mouth and a 
larger one shoved into my 
ass and secured with more 
tape. The dildo in my mouth 
was hollow, so | could 
breath through it. 

A little later the girls rolled 
me onto my back, pulled the 
dildo out of my mouth and 
shoved a joint between my 
lios. | puffed away and was 
ridiculously stoned after a 
few minutes. 


When we arrived at our 
destination, | was wrapped 
in the carpet that was on the 
floor of the van and carried 
into a house. Each of the 
girls had at least two hours 
alone with me to do 
whatever they wanted. It 
was the most enjoyable 
experience of my life. | don't 
think | ever had so much sex 
at one time. | was constantly 
having my dick sucked. | 
came so many times | lost 
count. 

While they slept, | was 
hung by my wrists from a 
ceiling beam, naked and 
gagged. They had a vibrator 
running on high speed in my 
ass. A colander full of ice 
was placed somewhere 
above my head, and the icy 
water dribbled down the 
length of my body. There 
was also a candle secured 
above, and it dripped hot 
wax onto my hard cock. 

In the morning the girls 
were well rested, and | was 
still exhausted, having had 
no sleep the entire evening. 
They escorted me to the 
bathroom, and | showered 
with Mistresses Maria and 
Lisa. My wrists were tied to 
the shower head. Using a 
hairbrush they scraped the 
dried wax from my boay, 
taking some of my body hair 
with it. This gave them an 
idea. 

Twenty minutes later they 
had my entire body shaved 
except for my head. Then 
the girls stepped out of the 
shower, turned on the cold 
water and left me there for a 
few minutes. 

Mistress Tammy decided 
| needed something to eat. 
They feed me hot dogs 
which had been stuffed 
inside their pussies first. 
They poured wine on their 
cunts and tits for me to wash 
the meal down with. 

The rest of the day is a 
blur. | remember being tied 
spread-eagle against a wall 
outside the house as they 
painted my body with small 
brushes. My ass was 


rammed with dildos, and | 
was sucked and fucked for 
hours on end with very little 
rest at all. | was never alone 
with any one mistress—they 
preferred group action. | 
think they were also naked 
the entire time, and, judging 
from the sounds | heard, I’m 
pretty sure they were having 
sex with each other as they 
enjoyed me. 

That evening | was tied 
into a fetal position. They 
gagged me with some kind 
of ball device, and a vibrator 
was placed inside my ass. 
They left me like that for 
quite some time. 

Later that night | was 
wrapped in an old blanket 
and tossed into the van. We 
must have driven for half an 
hour before we finally 
stopped. | was dragged, 
facedown and naked, by a 
rope which connected my 
wrists. After about twenty 
minutes | was dropped in 
mud. They scurried off 
through the woods, leaving 
me. After about an hour, 
tired, cold and hungry, | 
decided that they were not 
coming back. Using a tree, | 
positioned myself so | could 
scrape the rope against the 
bark. | was soon free. 
Luckily for me, they had left 
my clothes. 

| had to enter my 
apartment by breaking a 
window. A week later, when 
the new session started, | 
found my watch, wallet and 
keys in my mailbox. | tried to 
find Barbie, but the 
instructor told me she had 
dropped the class. | never 
saw her again on campus. 
She must have transferred. 

Being kidnapped by a 
bunch of sex-starved wom- 
en has to be the greatest 
experience a guy could ever 
have.—Name and address 
withheld 


Some Lessons Are Best 
Taught With a Yardstick 
Bob and | live together. One 
day last week he told me to 
be ready for a discipline 
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session at ten o'clock that 
night. He had to get up early 
the next morning, so he 
wanted to be finished early.” 
You can imagine how 
annoyed he was when | 
didn’t get home until 
eleven-thirty. 

He grabbed my elbow as 
| stepped inside the front 
door and marched me right 
into the kitchen, where he 
bent me over the kitchen 
table and, without further 
ado, spanked my ass witha 
big spoon. It hurt—he didn't 
do it to arouse me. However, 
by the time he was finished, 
my cunt was aching with 
desire. He slid his hand into 
my pants and gently rana 
finger along my slit, feeling 
how wet | was. He knew 
what | wanted, but,told me | 
couldn't have it until | had 
prepared myself for him. 


He relaxed with the latest. 


copy of Penthouse Letters 
while | inserted a contracep- 
tive sponge and took a 
shower. Rubbing the slick 
soap on my body aroused 
me, so | played with myself 
for a few minutes under the 
hot, steamy spray of water. | 
could hardly wait to feel 
Bob's fat sausage stuffed 
inside my tight, slippery box. 
| dried myself, poured a 
couple of glasses of wine 
and went to him clad in only 
a silky red kimono. We 
sipped our wine and 
nuzzled. He started feeling 
my ass through the silk. 
When | heard him say he 
didn’t think my butt was 
warm enough, a quick flush 
spread over my face, and 
my vaginal muscles con- 
tracted involuntarily. 

He slowly removed my 
kimono, kissed me tenderly 
and gently tied my wrists 
together with the silken cord 
of my robe. Then he lifted 
my hands above my head 
and hooked the knotted 
cord over a hook we have on 
the bedroom door. He ran 
his hands over my body 
while kissing the nape of my 
neck. It was very erotic to be 
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completely naked in front of 
him while he was fully 
clothed. | found his tender- 
ness to be a terrific turn-on, 
especially knowing he was 
oreparing to punish me. 

| have nice breasts, with 
tight, dark nipples. With my 
arms up over my head they 
jutted out, begging for 
attention. Bob reached for 
one of them. He held it while 
he picked up a yardstick 
that was leaning against the 
wall. | felt the smooth, 
wooden stick smack against 
my inner thigh again and 
again. As he continued to 
spank me, he would occa- 
sionally increase the pres- 
sure of his grip on my tit. 

“Yes, squeeze my tit,” | 
begged him. “Spank me! 
Spank me harder!” The 
Spanking continued, but not 
quite hard enough to satisfy 
my animal lust. His restraint 
only made me hotter. | felt | 
would be able to come if 
only | could press my pussy 
against something. Any- 
thing. | tried to squeeze my 
thighs together, but immedi- 
ately he brought the stick 
against my flesh hard 
enough to produce a squeal 
of surprise from me. 


“Hold perfectly still. Don’t | 


move,” he said. He 
increased the force and 
tempo of his punishing 
strokes. My skin felt hot and 
raw where he was pounding 
it. Then he twisted my hard, 
erect nipples. | moaned with 
desire, but did not move. He 
went on slapping me with 
the yardstick, hard enough 
to bring traces of purple to 
the surface of my skin. Then 
he dropped the stick and 
bent down to suck my tit, 
pressing his erection against 
my stinging thighs. 

After a moment he freed 
my hands. “You spanked 
me so hard,” | said 
breathlessly, dropping to my 
knees in front of him and 
opening his pants. | spent 
some time licking his balls 
and teasing his engorged 
dick before taking it in my 


mouth and beginning a 
rhythmic sucking motion. 
When he started thrusting 
deeper and deeper, | 
opened my mouth wide so | 
could deep-throat him. After 
working his prick like that for 
a few minutes, | heard him 
sharply suck his breath in. 
He told me he had to stop 
because he was going to 
come. | didn’t think that was 
such a bad idea, but he had 
other plans. 

He told me to lay on the 
bed. He took off his clothes 
and approached me, hold- 
ing a little leather strap. He 
told me to lift my legs up. | 
grabbed my legs behind my 
knees and held them up so 
he could whip my ass and 
the backs of my thighs. It 
blew me mind when the 
strap fell across my pussy 
lios. When he finished he 
put his hot, wet tongue 
gently against my vulva, 
moving so slowly and 
tenderly that | wanted to 
scream. The contrast be- 
tween my stinging bum and 
his warm, moist, gentle 
mouth was delicious. He ran 
his tongue along the side of 
my clit, agonizingly slowly. | 


| could feel his bearded chin 


pressing against my pussy. | 
pushed my pelvis against 
him. His mouth was so soft, 
sO warm and wet, and his 
chin felt heavenly nudging 
against me. My breathing 
turned into quick, shallow 
panting as | nearedan ~ 
intense orgasm. | cried out, 
convulsing in pleasure, 
holding his head tightly 
against my crotch. 

As | drifted in the 


afterglow, he pulled our bed 


spread off the scratchy wool 
blanket and helped me get 
on my hands and knees. My 
pussy was still twitching. He 
put a rubber on and slowly 
entered me from behind. 
“Oh, you're so wet,” he 
moaned, ‘‘so tight.” | could 
feel jolts of pleasure as he 
slowly inched his prick in 
and out of my pussy. | 
arched my back and stuck 
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; Girl Talk - 

| In his Glamourm 
article, “Why Men ¢ 
Talk Dirty,” Jon Katz — 


acknowledges that the 
way men talk to each © 
other about women is. a 


natural phenomenon. 


“T&A talk is the primary — 
currency of male conversa-_ : 
tion, the instant ground 
breaker and all- -purpose _ : 
conversational common 
denominator. . _ 
Katz theorizes that, in - 
an age when women _ 
commonly hold positions | 
of authority, sexual ban- 


ter about them is a way © 
for men to assert some 
sense of dominance. _—C 
One of the unnamed 
men interviewed for a | 


piece said men do it | 


“Because it’s wrong. . 
We may not be running 
the world for much longer 
. but we can still talk 

among ourelves about © 
the females we'd like to 
Screw. ” 

Another thinks such 


talk has more to do 


the way men relate to . 
each other. “| know | | 
sexist and hypocritical, 
referring to women as 
cunts and twats. . 
Guys just talk that way 
because it’s fun and - 
because we don’t really 


know how to talk with — 
| men about anything © 


else. = 
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“‘Ithen noticed 


that she had taken 
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her bra off while 
in the bathroom. | 
could see her 
nipples pressing 
against the 

thin blouse” 


DOMINATION & DISCIPLINE 


my burning rump high in the 
air so he could slide his 
cock in me to the hilt. Then 
he pushed my shoulders 
down onto the bed so that 
my boobs were rubbing 
against the coarse blanket. 

“Oh!” | said. “You keep 
pressing my nipples onto 
the wool blanket!” 

“Are they getting hard?” 
he asked through clenched 
teeth. 

“Oh, yes. They’re as hard 
as rocks,” | said. “I like it, 
oh, | like it!” 

He started humping me 
fiercely. Soon he grunted, 
“I’m going to come!” It’s 
always so sexy when a man 
comes. | love to feel a cock 
twitching inside me as the 
condom catches the hot, 
milky sperm. | always come 
myself, and that time was no 
exception. 

He carefully removed his 
penis from inside me, 
holding the condom against 
the base. As he went to 
clean up, | was shaking. | 
collapsed onto the bed and 
Started to drift off to sleep. 
The last thing | remember is 
him kissing me good 
night.—C.O., Dayton, Ohio 


A Soldier’s Wife Finds 
Herself in Some Pretty 
Compromising Positions 
You're probably not going to 
believe how great my luck 
is. My wife left me recently, 
and | went to visit some 
relatives for a couple of 
weeks to take my mind off 
the loss. Nothing much 
happened until the trip 
back. While | was waiting for 
the bus—my wife got the 
car, you see—| started 
chatting with a woman on 
line behind me. She had 
blonde hair and light blue 
eyes. She wore little 
makeup, but that was all she 
needed. She was really 
good-looking and had a 
great body. She wore a pink 
miniskirt and a blouse that 


| was so low-cut | could see 


the top of her bra. | couldn't 
take my eyes off of her, 


especially since she kept 
bending over to get things 
out of her handbag. | knew 
she was aware that | was 
staring at her. 

Finally the bus arrived. As 
we waited to get on, she 
asked me what my rank 
was, and | told her that | was 
a sergeant. She mentioned 
that she was going to see 
her husband, who had just 
completed basic training. 

| sat toward the back of 
the bus, hoping she would 
sit nearby so | could ogle 
her some more. 

She went straight to the 
bathroom. About five min- 
utes later she came out and 
sat next to me. We started 
talking about military life. 
Then she lamented that she 
hadn't had sex for a few 
weeks, and since her 
husband wouldn't be gradu- 
ating until Friday, she had a 
few dry days to go. | noticed 
that she had taken her bra 
off while in the bathroom. | 
could see her hard nipples 
pressing against the thin 
blouse. 

When my friend sat down 
beside me, she spread her 
legs apart. Since her skirt 
was so short | had a clear 
view of her blonde patch of 
pubic hair. She saw me 
looking at her and smiled. | 
watched her finger slide 
over her mound, then slowly 
penetrate her hot cunt. | was 
developing a raging hard- 
on. | wanted to fuck her right 
there on the seat. “You 
know, she said, running her 
finger in and out of her hole, 
“I’ve always wanted to fuck 
a sergeant, and | don't feel 
like waiting three years for 
my husband to get promot- 
ed.” | needed no further 


| prodding. 


| sucked her tits and 
played with her pussy. Boy, 
was she drenched. | rubbed 
her clit, and it took all she 
had to stifle her cries of 
pleasure. Then she deftly 
pulled my prick out of my 
jeans and lowered her head 
toward my lap. Her lips were 


soon wrapped tightly around 
my cock. | kept looking 
around to make sure no one 
was watching as her mouth 
went up and down my cock. 
| quickly shot a wad. Most of 
it went right down her throat. 
She eagerly licked up what 
she missed. 

We went into the . 
bathroom, where | plowed 
her some more. It was 
difficult to keep our balance 
with all the bouncing the bus 
was doing, So we went back 
to our seats. She pulled my 
prick out, climbed onto my 
lap and rode me. She kept 
showing her tits to truckers 
driving by. 

She told me she was 
staying a hotel room that her 
husband had reserved for 
her. She invited me to stay 
until Friday morning. After 
we reached our destination, 
| promptly called my unit 
and had my leave extended. 

We spent all of Tuesday 
night and Wednesday fuck- 
ing in the room. On 
Thursday, while she was out 
getting beer and sandwich- 
es, | went back to the base 
and returned with a pair of 
handcuffs. After we ate and 
drank a few brews, | 
handcuffed her to the bed. | 
spent the rest of the time 
pumping my dick in 
whatever hole | wanted to. 
She started worrying when | 
jokingly told her | wasn’t 
going to let her loose to go 
to the graduation. 

| saw her again on Friday 
night. Her old man had 
gotten drunk and had 
passed out. | took her into a 
grove and handcuffed her to 
a tree. | Know she liked it, 
especially when | fucked her 
asshole. Then we heard a 
noise, and | hid. She was 
discovered by two guys, 
who took turns screwing her 
for about an hour. She was 
exhausted when they left. | 
went back to her and had 
her suck my dick one last 
time before | let her 
loose.—Name and address 
withheld 
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Unbeknownst to Her, 
Unsuspecting Wife Has the 
Pleasure of Many Lovers . 
My wife and | have been 
married for ten years and 
have been very happy, but 
about a year ago our Sex life 
became quite dull. To spice 
things up a bit, we began 
experimenting. 

After several long discus- 
sions Becky loosened up 
somewhat and, with my 
suggestions and encourage- 
ment, began to dress more 
seductively. When she 
became a little more 
comfortable with her new 
look, | tried to talk her into 
doing a little flashing. This 
she refused to do, saying it 
was wrong. But after a few 
weeks—and a lot of 
compliments, encourage- 
ment and a few too many 
drinks—she began to com- 
ply with my wishes. 

Next | decided | wanted 
to see her fuck someone 
else. She absolutely refused 
to even consider the idea. | 
suggested we try a little mild 
bondage instead, and she 
agreed. | suspended a 
simple broomstick horizon- 
tally from our bedroom 
ceiling, two feet above our 
bed. | covered it with foam 
for comfort. | tied her arms 
to the headboard and 
placed her legs over the 
broomstick, which sus- 
pended her ass above the 
bed. This gave me complete 
access to her beautiful 
pussy and asshole. | placed 
a blindfold on her and 
added stereo headphones. 
Now she couldn't see or 
hear, but only feel as | 
thoroughly ate her pussy 
and ass before fucking her. 

She really liked this, so it 
became a weekly thing for 
us. | told my best friend 
about the situation and 
asked him if he would fuck 
her. She would have no way 
of knowing because of the 
blindfold and the head- 
phones, | reasoned. He 
quickly agreed. 

That first Saturday night 
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was great. She was totally 
unsuspecting when | let Dan 
into the bedroom. He 
immediately began to lick 
her pussy lips, carefully 
avoiding her clit, while she 
attempted to squirm toward 
his face. She really moaned 
when he slid his cock into 
her tight cunt. He fucked her 
for a good fifteen minutes 
while | took pictures. She 
never knew it wasn't me. 
After Dan shot off inside her, 
he slipped out of the house. 
| continued to fondle her tits 
and stroke her hot cunt lips. 
She must have orgasmed 
four times. | untied her, and 
we discussed how great it 
had been for the both of us. 

After two months and six 
friends, | presented Becky 
with two color photo albums 
of all the different cocks and 
tongues that had been in 
her ass and pussy. She was 
totally mortified! | had cut 
out the faces from the 
pictures, and she demand- 
ed to Know who they were. 
When | wouldn't reveal their 
identities, she got furious. 
To quiet her down, | 
threatened to submit the 
photos to her family. 

| finally had her. She is 
now my sex slave and will 
do whatever | want.We | 
continue to use the swing, 
but now | have removed the 
headphones so she can 
hear her different lovers. In 
this position it is easy for two 
guys to fuck her cunt and 
ass at the same time. 

Becky doesn't work any- 
more. | insisted she quit her 
job. Extra money comes 
from a personal ad | place in 
a magazine. In so many 
words | offer access to 
Becky's tits, cunt and 
asshole for a fee. | will not, 
however, let her suck 
cock—that's for only me to 
enjoy. 

Last week | had two girls 
over. Since | never told 
Becky that there would be 
any women involved, | 
thought it would be best to 
put the earphones back on 


her so she couldn't hear. 

| got to fuck both girls in 
exchange for their night with 
Becky. | got the fucking of 
my life. I'd never been with 
two women before, and it 
was an experience | hope to 
have again very soon. | 
would fuck one of them, and 
the other would suck my 
balls or ream my asshole 
with her tongue. | loved it 
when they sandwiched me 
between them—| was literal- 
ly surrounded by hot female 
flesh. | did my best to keep 
from coming. | wanted it to 
last forever. Finally one of 
them started giving me 
head, and the other roughly 
stuck one of her fingers up 
my ass. The combination of 
oleasure and pain was too 
much for me. | was 
powerless. Within minutes | 
was pumping my rich 
semen down her throat. 

Then it was their turn. 
They brought a suitcase 
filled with toys with them, 


_and from nine o'clock 


Saturday night till about four 
o'clock Sunday morning 
they continuously reamed 
Becky’s pussy and asshole 
with the biggest vibrators 
and dildos | have ever seen. 
They ate their share of her 
pussy, and each other's. 
Becky was truly beside 
herself with satisfaction 
when the evening ended. 
After the girls were gone, 
| let Becky down, and we 
had one of the greatest 
fucks of our marriage.— 


Name and address withheld 


Have you ever submitted to 
the whims of another? 
Relinquishing total sexual 
control to your lover can be 
completely liberating. If 


-you’ve experimented with 


S&M or B&D or even had an 
old-fashioned over-the- 
knees spanking, why not 
share your experience with 
your fellow readers? Send 
your letter to: Penthouse 
Letters, Dept. DD, 

1965 Broadway, New York, 
New York 10023-5965. 


‘We continue to 
use the swing, but 

| have removed 
the headphones so 
that she can 

hear her different 
lovers” 
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Sex expert 

Susan Bakos reads 
between the 

lines of the letters 
we receive, 
providing insight 
into the ways 


and whys of sexual 
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behavior 


EXPERT TESTIMONY 


Each of the following 
paragraphs focuses on a 
specific letter in the sections 
indicated. This commentary 
is presented in the order in 
which the letters appear. 


Pursuit and Capture 

e The act of exciting oneself 
by fantasizing about sex in 
advance is called by Marc 
and Judith Meshorer, au- 
thors of Ultimate Pleasure: 
The Secrets of Easily 
Orgasmic Women, “starting 
on warm.” The women in 
their study did exactly that. 
Another secret of easily 
orgasmic women: using oral 
sex as foreplay. 

e Many men fantasize the 
ultimate possession of a 
woman whom they once 
desired from afar. If this 
dream woman was the first 
object of desire, the 
long-awaited sexual encoun- 
ter is all the sweeter. 
Perhaps some people at- 
tend their high-school reun- 
ions with the hope of at last 
being able to confess their 
youthful sexual fantasies. 

e A Florida study conducted 
on female post-graduate 
students revealed that 
almost half of them de- 
scribed their deflowering as 
a ‘‘planned” event, with over 
sixty percent of that group 
reporting the plan initially 
went awry, most often 
because they couldn't find a 
suitable place for sex or 
their partners prematurely 
ejaculated. 


Serendipity 

e Extreme left-wing feminists 
and right-wing religious 
women who protest against 
both written and visual 
erotic materials have re- 
ceived so much publicity in 
the past decade that many 
people fail to realize a lot 
more women enthusias- 
tically incorporate these 
magazines, books and 
videos into their lovemaking 
practices. Studies measur- 
ing physical responsiveness 
factors such as heart rate 


elevation and production of 
vaginal lubrication show 
women do become aroused 
by such material, even when 
they claim they don't. 

e According to a wealth of 
research studies conducted 
on young women ages 
eighteen to twenty-two, few 
women are able to feel good 
about having sex outside a 
“relationship.” Many of them 
form relationships as soon 
as they've had sex with a 
man to alleviate their guilt 
feelings. And the majority of 
women don't become com- 
fortable about separating 
love and sex until they are 
into their thirties or beyond. 
e Throughout history, fa- 
thers have arranged for the 
sexual education of their 
sons at the hands of 
experienced courtesans— 
but not in modern America, 
where same-age pairings or 
couplings of older man/ 
younger woman are more 
commonly perceived to be 
Suitable. Two West Coast 
studies of young men ages 
eighteen to twenty-five 
showed, however, that more 
than one-fourth had experi- 
enced first intercourse with 
a woman more than four 
years their senior. 

e The automobile plays a 
large part in both the sexual 
reality and fantasies of the 
average young American 
male. Being watched by 
strangers adds another. 
satisfying element to the 
erotic mix and makes a 
perfect fantasy come true— 
an anonymous encounter 
with no strings attached. 


Boy Meets Boy 
e A man’s impetus for 
performing fellatio is often 


| his curiosity to learn if giving 


one could feel as good as 
receiving one. Often a safe 
sexual encounter leaves a 
man feeling better about his 
marriage, because he isn't 
consumed with curiosity 
about something he hasn't 
experienced. 


_@ Feigning sleep allows 


participation in and enjoy- 
ment of a Sexual encounter 
that otherwise might not 
happen. 

e The opinion that most men 
are Curious about sex 
between men is close to the 
mark. According to sexolo- 
gists, most men certainly 
are. Depending on which 
data one studies, anywhere 
from one-fourth to almost 
half of all men have 
participated in some form of 
sexual experimentation with 
others of their sex. 

e According to Kinsey Insti- 
tute data, less than two 
percent of men have 
penises larger than the 
average six inches. Yet far 
more than a few percent of 
our readers write about 
having, or having sex with, a 
larger-than-average penis. 
In the heat of passion, an 
excited partner may actually 
believe that the penis is 
bigger than it really is. 

e While many people have 
occasionally fantasized a 
group sex encounter in 
which homosexual as well 
as heterosexual activity 
occurs, few people actually 
experience it. And fewer still 
will ever become part of 
such a group relationship. 
Certainly the presence of 
women makes it easier for 
men to explore their 
bisexual tendencies. With 
other men they might be too 
inhibited to recognize such 
feelings. 

e In many big cities, the 
bookstore booths for view- 
ing X-rated videos provide 
the setting for anonymous 
homosexual encounters of 
the oral kind. An active 
heterosexual male would 
not allow himself to indulge 
his desires for performing 
fellatio under any other 
circumstances. To enjoy the 
experience, he must feel his 
privacy is relatively secure. 
And he doesn’t want to risk 
a personal involvement 
resulting from sex with 
someone he knows or meets 
under other circumstances. 
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